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Chapter  I 


THE  BIG,  NEW  WORLD 


It  was  May  in  the  Adirondack  country.  Spring 
had  come  to  the  forest.  The  trees  were  feathered 
with  new  green.  The  melted  snows  of  winter  joined 
the  brook  as  it  rushed  down  the  mountainside.  The 
brook  met  the  river  and  mingled  with  the  broad, 
shallow  stream.  Through  the  deep  woods,  the  river 
wandered  placidly.  It  spread  out  over  the  marshes 
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and  the  swamp-land*  The  water  made  a  loud  sound, 
as  it  tumbled  down-hill;  a  softer  singing  sound  as  it 
reached  the  lowlands. 

At  length  the  river  found  a  spot  which  broad- 
ened to  a  quiet  pool  There  the  water  rested.  Still  and 
clear  it  lay,  its  face  shining  with  the  warm  color  of 
the  late  afternoon  sun. 

In  the  middle  of  the  quiet,  golden  pool,  perched 
on  top  of  their  branchy  house,  sat  two  small  velvet 
brown  animals — the  Beaver  Twins.  Their  sharp, 
brown  eyes  were  taking  in  every  detail  of  a  new  world 
— a  world  they  had  never  seen  before.  Paddle  Tail 
sat  up  on  his  hind  legs  and  stared  at  the  water.  His 
little  sister,  Water  Baby,  could  not  keep  her  blinking 
eyes  away  from  the  flaming  sky  and  the  soft,  green 
treetops. 

Only  yesterday  their  entire  world  had  been 
measured  by  the  dark  house  of  mud  and  branches 
built  on  the  bottom  of  the  pool.  Its  rounded  top  rose 
like  a  tent  above  the  water.  But  its  entrance  was  far 
below  the  surface,  and  there  was  no  window  through 
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which  the  little  beavers  could  get  a  glimpse  of  day- 
light. For  three  weeks  after  they  were  born,  their 
mother  kept  them  inside.  They  played  on  the  floor 
of  damp  earth.  They  saw  her  disappear  night  after 
night  into  the  tiny  pool  of  water  just  below  the  floor. 
They  saw  her  return,  carrying  twigs.  She  chewed  off 
the  bark  and  ate  it  with  relish.  Then  she  carefully 
carried  the  bare  twig  down  through  the  water-hole 
and  left  it  at  some  mysterious  spot. 

The  great  adventure  came  when  the  beaver 
twins  followed  their  mother  out  into  the  pond  and 
up  to  the  surface,  where  the  big  world  began. 

Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  had  no  trouble 
reaching  the  surface.  It  was  as  natural  for  them  to 
swim  as  it  is  for  puppies  to  walk.  The  twins  were 
exactly  alike  in  size,  color,  and  shape.  They  had  soft, 
brown  fur  coats.  Where  the  fur  ended  they  had 
broad,  leathery  paddle  tails  all  covered  with  horny 
skin  which  looked  like  fish-scales.  They  had  strong 
hind  legs,  and  their  hind  feet  were  webbed  like  those 
of  a  duck.  But  their  forefeet  had  no  webs.  They  were 
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clinging,  baby  paws,  tipped  with  curving  claws. 

Now,  as  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  sat  on  the 
roof  of  their  house,  they  were  curled  up  close  to- 
gether, one  facing  upstream  and  one  facing  down. 
The  skating  bugs  which  darted  and  slid  over  the 
water  attracted  their  attention.  They  watched  the 
long-legged  frogs  along  the  shore.  But  most  of  all, 
the  twins  were  excited  about  the  dam  built  clear 
across  the  pond  below  their  house. 

Nobody  had  told  them,  but  they  knew  quite 
well  that  their  mother  and  father  had  built  it  to  hold 
back  the  water.  For  beavers  must  have  a  pool  deep 
enough  for  diving  into  their  water-hole.  They  like 
plenty  of  water  around  them  to  keep  their  home  safe 
from  enemies.  Yet  they  must  build  their  dam  so  that 
the  water  will  not  quite  reach  the  floor  of  their  house. 

Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  were  not  old 
enough  to  realize  that  keeping  the  dam  in  order 
means  a  great  deal  of  work  for  the  beaver  family. 
They  had  done  nothing  but  play  and  drink  their 
milk  and  sleep  since  they  first  opened  their  eyes.  So 


THE   BIG,    NEW   WORLD 


they  sat  there  in  the  twilight  looking  all  around  them. 
Suddenly  up  from  the  bottom  of  the  stream  popped 
their  mother.  She  was  sleek  and  dripping,  as  she 
climbed  beside  them.  Her  thick  brown  fur  was  cov- 
ered with  long  dark  hairs  which  shed  the  water 
easily.  She  shook  herself  and  combed  her  hair.  As 
usual  she  had  a  twig  with  her,  but  she  was  not  eating 
the  bark  at  the  moment.  She  seemed  to  like  just  to 
carry  it  in  her  mouth.  For  a  time  she  sat  with  her 
babies,  cuddling  them  close,  watching  them  with 
dark,  loving  eyes. 

As  the  twilight  settled  down  upon  them,  the 
forest  seemed  to  come  alive  with  the  creatures  of  the 
wild.  An  otter  slid  silently  into  the  pool  and  came 
up  with  a  fish  for  his  supper.  A  wood  duck  and  her 
brood  floated  along,  chattering  and  squawking. 
Water  Baby  liked  the  little  ducks.  They  were  fluffy 
bits  of  down  with  long  necks  and  broad  bills,  and 
though  they  were  noisy,  they  seemed  friendly. 

Swallows,  robins,  and  bluebirds  flew  overhead. 
They  were  very  busy  finding  their  evening  meal  and 
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carrying  bugs  and  worms  to  the  young  in  their  nests, 
"It's  spring!  It's  spring!"  they  sang,  "It's  spring!  It's 
spring!"  screamed  the  peepers  from  the  swamp.  And 
every  now  and  then  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby 
let  out  a  little  whimper,  in  baby-beaver  fashion, 
which  meant  "Spring's  here!" 

Then  suddenly  Water  Baby  looked  up  and  saw 
two  lovely  creatures  standing  at  the  water's  edge. 
They  looked  very  large  to  the  twins.  Even  the  smaller 
of  the  two  animals  was  bigger  than  their  mother. 
Paddle  Tail  lifted  his  head  and  sniffed.  Water  Baby 
trembled.  But  their  mother  was  wise  in  the  ways  of 
the  forest,  "They  will  not  hurt  you,"  she  told  her 
young  ones,  "That  is  Mrs,  Deer  and  her  child — the 
little  fawn  who  was  born  before  the  snow  was  off  the 
ground.  They  feed  and  drink  here  at  sunset," 

The  doe  and  the  fawn  were  shy.  They  were  ready 
to  leap  into  the  thicket  at  the  slightest  alarm.  The 
mother  held  her  proud  head  high.  Her  long  ears 
stood  upright.  She  was  thin  and  grayish  brown,  and 
her  eyes  were  soft  as  she  looked  at  her  baby.  The 
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fawn's  light  tan  coat  was  covered  with  white  polka- 
dots.  His  long  legs  wobbled  a  little  as  he  swayed 
against  his  mother. 

Timidly  she  looked  about,  listening  intently. 
When  old  Grandfather  Beaver  splashed  around  in 
the  water,  she  quivered  for  a  moment.  But  Mrs,  Deer 
could  place  that  sound.  She  knew  the  beavers.  They 
were  the  busy  little  animals  who  were  always  build- 
ing. They  never  harmed  a  living  thing.  Softly  she 
whispered  to  the  fawn  at  her  side.  They  stooped  and 
drank  the  cool  water.  The  mother  nibbled  at  the 
willow  shoots,  as  she  stood  with  her  hooves  resting 
in  the  mud  of  the  pool.  Then  she  walked  up  the  bank 
and  began  to  eat  the  fresh  green  leaves  of  the  swamp 
cabbage.  The  fawn  trotted  beside  her, 

"They  are  so  beautiful,"  thought  Water  Baby, 
"I  wish  they  would  come  back  again/'  But  the  deer 
would  not  come  back  again  that  night.  They  would 
roam  the  thicket  in  the  protecting  dark.  And  in  the 
morning  they  would  come  to  drink  before  they  went 
to  sleep  on  the  mossy  carpet  of  their  forest. 

Darkness  settled  quickly  in  the  beaver  country, 
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The  leafy  curtain  of  the  trees  made  shadows  on  the 
water  of  the  pool  Darkness  is  the  time  all  beavers 
like  best.  They  work  at  night,  and  they  play  at  night 
— that  is  the  time  when  they  are  safe.  Now  the 
mother  beaver  pushed  her  babies  gently  into  the 
water.  They  splashed  about  noisily  as  she  slid  in  be- 
side them.  The  twins  were  not  quite  accustomed  to 
this  big  stretch  of  water,  and  as  they  swam  they  clung 
to  their  mother  now  and  then. 

Paddle  Tail  tried  to  slap  his  broad  tail  against 
the  water,  but  he  could  not  make  a  very  loud  splash. 
Water  Baby  climbed  up  on  a  floating  log,  and  when 
her  brother  saw  her,  he  swam  over  and  rammed  his 
small,  round  head  into  her  side  and  pushed  her  off. 
Over  and  over  they  rolled  and  played  until  Water 
Baby  went  completely  under.  But  she  did  not  mind; 
she  only  cried  a  little  when  she  came  up  again.  Their 
mother  floated  along  on  the  surface,  her  broad  flat 
tail  resting  on  top  of  the  water,  her  head  turning  this 
way  and  that  to  keep  an  eye  on  her  frolicking  off- 
spring, and  watch  for  animals  that  might  hurt  them. 

With  the  coming  of  night,  the  twins  noticed,  the 
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whole  world  changed.  The  great  dome  above  was  no 
longer  filled  with  golden  light.  The  green  of  the  trees 
was  a  dim  outline  of  black.  The  birds  were  asleep.  All 
around  them  was  the  gentle  darkness.  High  over- 
head little  golden  flowers  blossomed  one  by  one  in 
the  sky.  The  air  grew  chilly,  and  the  breeze  shook  the 
branches  of  the  trees  and  rocked  them  to  and  fro. 
Now  and  then  a  twig  snapped  as  some  creature 
walked  through  the  wilderness.  A  small  furry  animal 
hopped  quickly  across  the  dam  and  disappeared  in 
the  shadows.  Frogs  sang  in  deep-throated  chorus. 
The  cry  of  a  hoot-owl  rang  out  loud  and  clear. 

Time  for  my  babies  to  get  their  rest,  thought 
Mrs.  Beaver.  "Come,  come!"  she  called  to  Water 
Baby  and  Paddle  Tail.  And,  like  good  children,  they 
followed  her  as  she  dived  deep  into  the  pond.  Down, 
down  they  went  until  they  found  the  entrance  to  the 
water-tunnel;  then  up,  up  into  the  floor  of  their 
home.  They  were  excited  about  the  wonders  of  the 
outside  world,  but  they  were  glad  to  get  back  to  their 
own  little  beds. 
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Paddle  Tail  shook  the  water  from  his  eyes  and 
looked  about  him.  It  was  roomy  in  the  beaver  lodge 
— big  enough  for  many  beavers  to  live  without 
crowding.  The  walls  were  two  feet  high  and  very 
smooth.  They  were  plastered  neatly  with  mud.  Their 
floor  was  of  mud,  too,  but  dry  and  comfortable.  Here 
in  the  main  room  the  beavers  shook  the  water  from 
their  brown  coats.  Here  the  mother  taught  them  to 
wash  their  faces  and  comb  their  fur  with  their  claws 
until  it  lay  smooth  and  dry.  Then  they  had  their  milk, 
and  climbed  into  the  bedroom. 

The  bedroom  was  really  just  a  wide  shelf  a  step 
higher  than  the  living-room.  Their  beds — neat  piles 
of  bark  and  twigs — were  placed  against  the  walls. 
Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  were  sleepy.  It  had  been 
a  big  day.  They  crawled  into  their  places,  and  pretty 
soon  they  were  curled  into  little  round  balls  of  brown 
velvet  fur — fast  asleep. 

Their  mother  leaned  over  and  nuzzled  them 
gently  for  a  moment.  Then  she  dived  once  more 
through  the  water-tunnel.  She  knew  she  could  leave 
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her  children  alone  with  safety.  For  no  animal  could 
find  the  entrance  to  their  house.  It  was  completely 
surrounded  by  water.  The  top,  which  jutted  out  of 
the  surface  of  the  pool,  was  sturdy  and  strong,  with 
many  branches  and  much  mud  plastered  like  cement 
to  make  a  roof  several  feet  thick.  Mrs.  Beaver  was 
sure  her  young  ones  were  safe.  She  wanted  to  get  out 
to  the  dam.  Mr.  Beaver  was  away  on  a  trip.  He  had 
left  several  weeks  before  the  twins  were  born  for  his 
early  spring  wandering.  Mrs.  Beaver  thought  he 
might  be  coming  back  tonight  for  a  short  visit.  It  was 
spring.  She  was  eager  to  tell  him  about  Paddle  Tail 
and  Water  Baby.  They  were  her  first-born,  and  she 
was  certain  their  father  would  think  they  were  won- 
derful. 

Mrs.  Beaver  was  happy  as  she  swam  in  the  dark 
pool.  And  her  joy  was  complete  when  a  large  brown 
beaver  dived  off  the  dam  and  swam  close  beside  her. 
Together  they  went  after  their  dinner  of  water-lily 
roots  and  willow  shoots,  and  in  the  language  of  the 
beavers  she  told  him  about  the  new  arrivals. 
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A  VISIT  TO  THE  BEAVER  DAM 


When  Paddle  Tail  opened  his  eyes,  he  saw  that 
his  mother  was  very  busy.  She  was  shaking  out  her 
bedding  and  spreading  it  neatly.  When  it  was  ar- 
ranged just  as  she  wanted  it,  she  began  to  fix  up  the 
walls  of  the  house.  Here  and  there  a  twig  stuck  out 
through  the  mud.  She  stood  on  her  hind  legs,  and 
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chewed  off  every  offending  branch.  Her  sharp  eyes 
found  a  thin  spot  in  the  roof  where  the  light  shone 
through.  That  would  never  do.  Down  she  went 
through  the  water-hole,  and  soon  she  was  back  with 
a  double  handful  of  mud  which  she  had  scooped  up 
from  the  bottom  of  the  pond. 

Working  with  her  quick  forepaws  and  pushing 
the  mud  into  place  with  her  nose,  she  went  about 
her  plastering.  Paddle  Tail  thought  she  was  wonder- 
ful. He  waddled  over  close  to  her.  But  she  pushed 
him  gently  away  until  she  had  finished  her  task.  He 
cried  softly,  not  that  he  felt  unhappy,  but  because  he 
was  just  a  baby  and  wanted  attention. 

He  scratched  his  fur  for  a  while,  and  stared  at 
his  claws.  They  were  growing  strong,  those  five  little 
fingers  and  nails.  There  was  a  tiny  extra  claw  on  the 
under  side  of  each  of  his  webbed  hind  feet,  and  he 
began  combing  his  hair  with  first  one  foot  and  then 
the  other.  This  extra  claw  was  a  great  help  in  smooth- 
ing his  thick  hair. 

After  a  while  he  gave  Water  Baby  a  nudge  which 
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sent  her  rolling  over  on  her  back.  And  as  her  feet 
flew  into  the  air,  he  saw  that  she  had  feet  exactly  the 
same  as  his  own* 

"All  beavers  have  feet  like  yours,  my  son,"  his 
mother  explained,  as  she  gave  the  twins  their  break- 
fast. "They  have  strong  teeth,  too,  and  it  is  well,  for 
beavers  have  much  work  to  do.  They  are  an  example 
to  all  the  creatures  in  the  forest."  And  that  was  true. 
Beavers  are  smarter  and  busier  than  any  other  ani- 
mals. That's  why,  when  winter  ice  and  snow  come 
along,  they  have  a  snug  house  with  thick  walls  to 
keep  out  the  cold  and  hide  them  from  enemies. 

But  Mrs.  Beaver  didn't  hurry  her  twins.  Work 
would  fall  to  their  lot  soon  enough.  Besides,  spring 
is  playtime  for  the  beavers.  Right  after  breakfast, 
their  mother  told  them  she  was  going  to  take  them 
out  to  see  the  wonderful  dam  which  held  the  water 
at  the  right  level  in  their  pool.  And  when  she  dipped 
her  head  gracefully  and  sank  without  a  ripple 
through  the  water-tunnel,  Paddle  Tail  and  Water 
Baby  followed  as  fast  as  they  could.  When  the  three 
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of  them  bobbed  up  into  the  world  of  light,  they 
climbed  to  the  roof  of  their  house  to  rest.  The  mother 
was  in  no  hurry,  and  she  knew  her  young  ones  were 
still  weak  and  helpless.  The  minute  their  fluffy  fur 
became  soaked  they  looked  no  bigger  than  muskrats. 
"How  tiny  they  are,"  she  thought  as  she  helped  them 
comb  their  coats. 

Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  noticed  how 
quickly  their  mother's  hair  dried,  how  smooth  and 
shining  she  looked,  and  how  big  she  was.  They  were 
delighted  to  find  that  they,  too,  became  much  larger 
when  their  brown  coats  were  dry  and  fluffy.  Paddle 
Tail  stood  on  his  hind  legs  and  opened  his  little  fur- 
lined  ears  to  all  the  sounds  about  him.  A  blue  jay 
scolded  in  a  nearby  tree.  A  turtle  sunned  himself  not 
far  off,  as  motionless  as  the  rock  on  which  he  rested. 
Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  thought  he  was  a  very 
funny  fellow  because  he  ducked  his  head  inside  his 
shell  at  the  slightest  noise,  then  cautiously  pushed  it 
out  again.  They  felt  rather  sorry  for  him,  though, 
when  their  mother  told  them  he  carried  his  house  on 
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his  back  to  protect  him  from  danger. 

The  twins  watched  the  turtle  for  a  while,  but 
they  were  impatient  to  get  started  to  the  dam.  They 
tugged  at  their  mother's  fur  as  she  sniffed  the  air, 
moving  her  nostrils  and  blinking  her  brown  eyes. 
When  she  dived  into  the  water,  they  splashed  in  after 
her,  filled  with  excitement.  While  they  sat  on  their 
house-top,  the  dam  seemed  near,  but  in  the  water, 
with  only  their  tiny  brown  noses  sticking  out,  it  ap- 
peared far  away.  Water  Baby  shivered  a  little  and 
tried  to  float  high  on  the  surface,  holding  her  tail 
flat.  Paddle  Tail  was  more  daring.  He  found  he  could 
use  his  tail  to  steer  with  under  water.  He  bent  it  this 
way  and  that,  zigzagging  first  in  one  direction  and 
then  another,  and  looking  like  a  rather  silly  little 
beaver  who  had  lost  his  way.  But  his  mother  watched 
his  efforts  with  pride.  Just  as  a  small  bird  learns  to 
use  its  wings,  so  her  baby  was  learning  that  his  tail 
was  an  important  part  of  swimming.  She  dived  close 
to  him  and  showed  him  how  to  swing  about  quickly. 

Water  Baby  saw  their  brown  bodies  moving  as 
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dark  shadows  under  the  surface.  She  saw  something 
else,  too,  and  it  frightened  her.  As  she  neared  the 
dam,  she  noticed  that  the  water  moved  very  fast.  It 
carried  her  along  at  tremendous  speed,  until  she  was 
in  the  midst  of  the  current.  "Oh,"  she  thought,  "if 
I  go  over  the  dam,  I  will  never  see  my  mother  or 
Paddle  Tail  again."  With  that  she  let  out  a  cry  and 
began  swishing  her  tail  and  her  webbed  feet  with  all 
her  small  strength. 

Swiftly  her  mother  turned  and  swam  to  her 
rescue.  She  slipped  her  broad  back  directly  under 
Water  Baby,  and  when  Paddle  Tail  looked  up  at 
them,  there  was  his  mother  swimming  close  to  the 
wonderful  dam  and  on  her  back  Water  Baby  was 
riding  in  state,  perfectly  safe  and  content. 

"She  is  little,  and  she  is  afraid,"  he  thought. 
"But  I — "  and  with  that  he  flipped  his  tail  with  a 
loud  smack  that  sent  spray  in  every  direction  and 
startled  all  the  creatures  of  the  woods.  The  crow 
screamed.  A  chipmunk  chattered  from  his  perch  in 
a  tall  tree.  The  turtle  slipped  into  the  water  and 
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scrambled  down  to  the  mud  on  the  bottom.  A  blue 
heron — the  big  bird  with  long  legs  and  long  bill — 
flapped  his  broad  wings  and  flew  slowly  out  of  sight. 
A  wild  duck  called  frantically  to  her  brood  and  gath- 
ered them  about  her  on  the  margin  of  the  pond. 
Paddle  Tail  saw  all  these  things.  This  was  fun.  Again 
he  smacked  the  water  with  his  tail.  It  didn't  make 
quite  as  loud  a  noise  as  he  wished,  but  it  did  create 
a  commotion.  He  was  very  much  pleased  with  him- 
self. 

Mrs.  Beaver,  however,  was  anything  but 
pleased.  She  turned  her  head  and  looked  at  her  son 
as  though  she  was  saying:  "What  a  naughty  little 
boy  you  are.5'  As  soon  as  she  had  helped  Water  Baby 
up  onto  the  dam,  she  started  after  her  noisy  young- 
ster. Paddle  Tail  saw  her  coming  and  swam  as  fast 
as  he  could.  He  wasn't  afraid  of  his  mother,  but  he 
enjoyed  this  exciting  game  of  tag.  Swiftly  he  dived. 
Quickly  he  swung  to  the  left.  When  he  came  up  for 
air,  his  mother  was  right  beside  him.  She  liked  play- 
ing, too,  but  in  the  way  that  beavers  have  she  made 
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him  understand  what  she  wanted  to  tell  him.  "  When 
you  grow  older/'  she  explained,  "you  will  learn  that 
the  loud  noise  is  a  signal;  a  warning.  It  usually  means 
danger." 

But  although  Paddle  Tail  was  slightly  ashamed, 
he  knew  that  he  would  slap  his  tail  again  on  the  water 
in  play,  for  he  was  proud  of  being  able  to  make  such 
a  mighty  sound. 

Meanwhile,  Water  Baby,  sitting  on  the  pile  of 
branches  and  mud,  stared  at  a  strange  creature  that 
had  stopped  short  in  its  tracks.  This  was  Lucky,  the 
rabbit.  Many  a  time  he  had  used  the  beaver  dam  as 
a  bridge  to  cross  quickly  from  one  side  of  the  pond 
to  the  other.  All  through  the  winter  he  had  hopped 
across  without  meeting  a  single  soul.  Now  he  stood 
up  on  his  long  hind  legs,  and  folded  his  front  feet 
across  his  breast.  His  long  ears  stood  straight  in  the 
air,  and  his  eyes  were  unblinking.  Like  all  rabbits, 
he  hoped,  if  he  remained  perfectly  still,  he  would  not 
be  noticed.  But  he  was  close  to  Water  Baby,  and  he 
knew  her  brown  eyes  were  turned  full  upon  him.  So 
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he  flicked  his  ears  as  if  he  were  not  concerned  and 
wrinkled  his  nose.  Then,  as  the  young  beaver  made 
no  move  to  get  out  of  his  path,  he  leaped  to  one  side 
and  passed  by  without  even  brushing  against  her  fur. 
All  Water  Baby  could  see,  as  Lucky  went  on  his  way, 
was  a  flash  of  long  brownish-gray  legs  and  a  little  bit 
of  a  tail  like  a  powder-puff. 

Mrs.  Beaver  saw  the  rabbit,  too,  though  she 
paid  little  attention  to  the  animals  that  used  her  dam. 
All  she  cared  about  was  to  help  Mr.  Beaver  keep  it 
in  good  repair.  She  swam  with  her  babies  along  its 
entire  length.  The  dam  was  really  a  marvelous  job 
of  engineering.  Trees  and  bushes  had  been  dragged 
from  the  forest  and  laid  side  by  side  in  the  bed  of  the 
pond,  their  trunks  upstream,  their  branchy  tops 
stretching  down  with  the  current.  Hundreds  of  small 
trees  were  thus  placed  side  by  side  until  they  covered 
the  bottom  of  the  pool  from  shore  to  shore.  On  top 
of  them  brush  and  stones  were  heaped  until  the 
structure  reached  a  height  above  the  water-line. 
Mud,  twigs  and  more  stones  bound  them  firmly  to- 
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gether  under  water  as  well  as  on  top.  Many  years  of 
work  by  many  beaver  families  had  made  the  huge 
dam  solid  and  strong.  But  the  work  was  never  fin- 
ished. Even  now,  as  Mrs.  Beaver  swam  back  and 
forth  with  her  children,  she  sniffed  and  felt  with  her 
forepaws  for  weak  spots.  Of  course,  her  mate  and 
the  other  beavers  would  examine  it  thoroughly  in 
the  late  summer.  They  would  bring  new  sticks  and 
more  mud  to  bind  it  firmly  together.  But  she  was  any- 
thing but  lazy,  and  she  wanted  to  set  a  good  example 
to  her  offspring. 

She  found  a  few  twigs  and  showed  them  how 
she  pushed  the  wood  into  the  dam  in  spots  where 
she  felt  they  would  do  the  most  good.  She  even  dived 
to  the  bottom  of  the  pond,  and  came  up  with  a  pat 
of  mud  to  help  with  her  mending.  This  she  held  be- 
tween her  chin  and  her  breast,  until  she  was  ready 
to  put  it  in  place.  Then  she  pushed  it  carefully  into 
the  cracks  with  her  forepaws. 

As  Paddle  Tail  watched  his  mother  working,  he 
saw  a  large  shadowy  figure  moving  in  the  water  close 
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by*  Slowly  the  newcomer  pulled  himself  up  on  the 
other  end  of  the  dam* 

The  twins  drew  close  together  and  let  out  a  little 
cry  of  welcome.  Their  mother  shook  herself  and 
fluffed  her  fur*  She  made  a  sign  to  her  babies  to  climb 
out  of  the  water*  As  they  shook  themselves,  she 
smoothed  their  soft  brown  coats* 

The  big  beaver  also  shook  himself  free  of  the 
shining  drops*  With  dignity  he  slowly  combed  his 
brown  under-fur  and  the  long  dark  hairs  of  his  outer 
coat.  He  sat  with  his  broad  tail  under  him  and  looked 
about  him*  Patiently  the  mother  and  her  babies 
waited,  watching  his  every  movement*  He  was  much 
larger  than  Mrs*  Beaver,  and  the  twins  knew  there 
could  be  no  other  animal  in  the  world  as  handsome 
as  this  big  fellow  with  the  brown  coat  and  tawny  vest* 

Presently  he  sat  upright,  resting  on  his  fat 
haunches,  his  forepaws  folded  against  his  breast*  His 
claws  were  long  and  powerful,  but  his  eyes  were  kind* 
He  uttered  no  sound,  but  moved  slowly  toward 
them,  waddling  in  clumsy  fashion  as  beavers  do.  He 
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touched  noses  with  Mrs.  Beaver.  He  rested  his  paws 
gently  on  Water  Baby  and  Paddle  Tail  Then  he 
looked  long  into  the  eyes  of  their  mother,  and  her 
heart  whispered  that  he  was  satisfied  with  the  first- 
born of  the  beaver  lodge. 

Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  felt  no  surprise  at 
his  coming.  When,  a  moment  later,  he  dived  quietly 
into  the  deep  water  and  disappeared,  they  knew 
something  very  important  had  happened  in  their 
lives.  They  knew,  before  their  mother  told  them,  that 
this  handsome  beaver  was  their  father.  Paddle  Tail 
wanted  to  leap  into  the  pond  and  follow  him.  But 
his  mother  shook  her  head.  "He  will  come  again," 
she  said. 

"Will  he  teach  me  to  build  a  dam  like  this?" 
asked  Paddle  Tail.  And  she  answered:  "Yes,  my  son, 
he  will  teach  you  many  things." 
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Chapter  III 


ADVENTURES  ON  LAND 


Mrs.  Beaver  lifted  her  head  out  of  the  water 
not  far  from  her  lodge  and  sniffed  the  air  deeply.  For 
a  time  she  floated  quietly,  her  broad  tail  spread  be- 
hind her  without  motion.  Slowly  she  surveyed  the 
scene,  her  eyes  piercing  the  semi-darkness.  She 
turned  once  at  the  sound  of  an  animal  slipping  off 
the  bank.  It  was  only  the  otter  and  his  mate.  While 
the  otter  was  no  friend  of  the  beaver,  he  seldom  was 
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an  enemy*  However,  she  waited  No,  there  was  noth- 
ing to  fear.  The  creatures  were  busy  with  their  usual 
occupation.  They  were  fishing  an  early  breakfast  out 
of  the  pond. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Otter  darted  swiftly  about  un- 
der water,  their  black  satiny  bodies  moving  with  the 
ease  of  fish,  and  they  were  smarter  than  the  finny 
tribe.  In  no  time  at  all,  Mr.  Otter  drew  himself  out 
on  the  shore,  a  shining  morsel  in  his  mouth.  His  mate 
reached  for  it,  and  he  let  her  have  it  readily  enough. 
With  one  dainty  forepaw  he  smoothed  his  long 
whiskers,  then  back  he  went.  A  moment  later  he 
bobbed  up  again,  another  silver  fish  held  firmly  in  his 
jaws. 

Such  a  breakfast  did  not  appeal  to  the  mother 
beaver.  She  and  her  kind  had  no  taste  for  killing  any- 
thing to  eat.  She  turned  her  eyes  away  from  them  and 
searched  the  dam,  and  satisfied  herself  that  no  bird 
of  prey  or  prowling  animal  lingered  nearby.  In  the 
sky  the  dim  gray  light  of  morning  crept  over  the  fad- 
ing stars.  A  breeze  stirred  the  treetops.  The  water 
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murmured  pleasantly  as  it  rippled  downstream  and 
spilled  over  the  dam. 

As  if  by  some  signal,  the  sounds  of  morning  be- 
gan* Robins  and  bluebirds  twittered  sof tly.  The  clear 
call  of  the  bobolink  was  answered  by  another*  "Bob- 
White!"  "Bob-bob-whzte/"  Then  the  shrill  speech  of 
the  Phoebe  bird:  "Fee-bee  .  .  ♦  Fee-e-bee!"  A  roll  of 
singing  notes  tumbled  from  the  tiny  throat  of  a 
brown  wren  in  the  willows*  Mrs.  Beaver  knew  all 
these  sounds.  They  were  as  familiar  as  the  rippling 
water,  or  the  quack-quack-quack  of  the  duck  among 
the  lily-pads. 

Slowly  she  turned,  and  whistled  softly.  It  was 
little  more  than  a  breath.  Yet  Water  Baby  and 
Paddle  Tail  seemed  to  hear  it  as  they  played  at  the 
mouth  of  the  water-hole.  Quickly  they  came  up  be- 
side her,  their  heads  bobbing  with  excitement.  Paddle 
Tail  sank  his  little  teeth  into  a  floating  twig.  He  rolled 
over  and  pushed  his  sister.  What  fun  to  start  on  a 
journey  while  the  sun  was  still  sleeping  behind  the 
trees!  He  sniffed  the  air  as  he  saw  his  mother  do.  He 
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made  a  great  show  of  turning  his  head  this  way  and 
that,  listening  for  strange  noises.  He  was  ready  to 
pounce  upon  any  enemy,  or  thought  he  was.  But 
there  was  no  danger  near. 

Mrs.  Beaver  started  swimming,  her  nose  turned 
•toward  the  shore.  Now  and  then  she  glanced  back 
at  her  twins.  They  trailed  behind  her  like  good  chil- 
dren, their  forepaws  held  against  their  breasts,  their 
webbed  feet  kicking  out  behind.  Before  they  had 
traveled  very  far,  both  were  breathing  heavily.  But 
their  mother  urged  them  on,  and  with  much  splash- 
ing they  reached  the  muddy  bank.  There  they  let  the 
water  drip  off  their  coats,  and  went  through  their 
regular  routine  of  shaking  themselves,  scratching, 
and  combing  their  hair.  When  Mrs.  Beaver  was  dry, 
she  looked  very  fat,  with  no  trace  of  a  proper  waist- 
line. Her  back  was  arched  high  and  her  flat  tail 
dragged  on  the  ground  like  a  long  train. 

The  twins  were  tremendously  excited  at  being 
on  land.  They  patted  the  earth  with  their  paws  and 
were  surprised  to  find  that  the  twigs  they  touched 
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were  fastened  to  the  ground.  But  as  they  pulled  and 
tugged  at  the  growing  things,  a  noisy  rat-a-tat-tat 
sounded  so  loudly  in  their  ears  that  both  little 
beavers  rolled  right  over  on  their  backs  in  surprise! 
The  noise  stopped  as  suddenly  as  it  began.  Then, 
louder  than  ever,  it  sounded.  The  twins  edged  over 
to  their  mother.  Paddle  Tail  didn't  seem  nearly  as 
brave  as  he  was  when  he  started  on  the  journey.  Mrs. 
Beaver  was  quite  impatient  with  them.  Surely  they 
weren't  afraid  of  the  woodpecker!  And  when  they 
caught  sight  of  the  tiny  bird,  they  saw  he  was  too 
small  to  be  dangerous. 

Tapper,  the  woodpecker,  had  a  small  black-and- 
white  body.  His  tail  feathers  were  white,  too,  with 
two  black  bars  across  them.  He  was  a  happy,  indus- 
trious little  fellow.  He  turned  for  a  moment,  cocked 
his  head  to  one  side,  stared  at  the  beavers  with  bright 
inquisitive  eyes.  He  tapped  once  or  twice  on  the  tree, 
and  wished  them  good  morning.  Then  he  went  on 
about  the  business  of  getting  his  breakfast.  Paddle 
Tail  thought  it  a  very  noisy  way  of  eating,  but 
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it  was  the  only  way  the  woodpecker  knew*  Bracing 
his  tail  feathers  against  the  tree-trunk,  his  claws  dig- 
ging into  the  bark,  he  worked  very  fast.  He  drummed 
out  his  rat-a-tat-tat  and  with  each  tap  of  his  long  bill 
he  found  some  small  insect.  He  seemed  very  hungry, 
for  he  kept  going  around  and  around  the  tree,  work- 
ing up  one  side  and  then  the  other.  His  cheery  ham- 
mering made  a  great  clatter  in  the  quiet  forest. 

Once  the  twins  knew  that  the  sound  was  harm- 
less, they  were  fascinated  with  the  drummer.  Water 
Baby  thought  it  wonderful  that  such  a  little  bird 
could  make  such  a  big  noise.  But  Mrs.  Beaver  wanted 
to  be  on  her  way.  "Come,  come/'  she  said,  and  they 
obeyed  willingly.  For  it  was  new  and  exciting  to 
waddle  along  on  dry  land.  Their  mother  followed 
the  beaver  trail  toward  a  grove  of  aspen  and  maple 
trees.  It  was  a  well-traveled  lane.  Many  chips  and 
bits  of  bark  were  strewn  on  either  side. 

Mrs.  Beaver  was  as  slow  and  clumsy  on  land,  as 
she  was  swift  and  graceful  in  the  water.  Like  a  stout 
old  lady  she  ambled  along,  her  stomach  almost  touch- 
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ing  the  earth,  her  flat  tail  dragging  in  the  dust.  She 
paused  when  she  saw  some  wild-rose  bushes*  She 
was  very  fond  of  them,  especially  in  the  spring  when 
they  were  tender  and  young.  But  even  though  she 
was  hungry,  she  stopped  to  teach  her  little  ones  the 
first  lesson  a  beaver  learns  about  food.  She  sniffed 
carefully  before  she  even  touched  the  branches. 
Many  kinds  of  growing  things  are  not  good  for  the 
beaver,  and  they  make  sure  always  to  smell  before 
they  touch  or  taste.  As  she  sat  up  on  her  hind  legs 
she  waited  while  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  sniffed 
in  turn.  They  were  still  young  to  enjoy  the  bark  of 
the  wild-rose  bush,  but  she  knew  they  would  never 
forget  its  scent.  She  reached  out  with  her  forepaws, 
caught  a  branch  between  them,  and  with  one  crunch 
of  her  long  sharp  teeth  broke  it  from  its  stem.  Quickly 
with  her  teeth  she  peeled  off  the  outer  green  bark, 
chewing  the  white  inner  bark  with  relish. 

Water  Baby  and  her  brother  took  a  small  piece 
which  their  mother  held  out  to  them.  It  tasted  quite 
different  from  the  milk  they  were  accustomed  to. 
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Paddle  Tail  felt  very  grown  up  as  he  held  the  twig 
with  his  forepaw  and  munched  it.  But  Water  Baby 
thought  it  was  something  to  play  with.  She  picked 
it  up  in  her  mouth,  then  dropped  it  and  rolled  it  over 
and  over  on  the  ground  with  her  small  paws.  She 
might  have  gone  on  rolling  it  for  a  long  time,  but  she 
saw  that  her  mother  had  started  along  the  path  agai  ,1. 

Paddle  Tail  was  in  the  lead  now.  He  hopped 
ahead  with  funny  little  leaps,  as  though  he  were  in 
a  terrible  hurry  to  get  somewhere.  Then  he  sat  dcwn 
very  suddenly,  his  tail  swung  around  him.  A  stranger 
stood  directly  in  front  of  him.  He  was  so  small, 
Paddle  Tail  might  almost  have  stepped  on  him,  had 
he  not  noticed  a  scent  that  was  strange.  So  he  stopped 
in  his  tracks  and  stared.  And  as  he  did  so,  the  small 
creature  scolded  and  chattered  as  though  very  angry. 

But  Mrs.  Chipmunk  only  meant  to  be  sociable. 
She  drew  to  one  side,  hopped  on  a  fallen  log,  and  sat 
straight  up,  flipping  her  long  fluffy  tail  in  the  air. 
She  wore  a  pretty  red-brown  coat,  with  stripes  of 
black  down  her  back.  Her  cheeks  were  puffed  as 
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though  she  were  all  ready  to  blow  out  the  candles  on 
a  birthday-cake.  But  she  didn't  do  any  blowing.  Her 
mouth  was  filled  with  seeds  and  nuts  she  was  carry- 
ing to  her  burrow*  And  though  she  chattered  gaily, 
she  didn't  drop  one. 

She  was  trying  to  tell  her  friends,  the  beavers, 
about  the  new  family  she  was  raising.  She  was  eager 
to  explain  that  if  the  beavers  had  been  snakes,  or 
weasels,  or  foxes,  who  were  her  worst  enemies,  she 
would  scamper  off  in  a  moment  and  hide.  But  the 
beavers,  as  every  one  knew,  were  harmless.  Mrs. 
Beaver  listened  politely  enough,  then  she  merely 
blinked  her  brown  eyes  once  or  twice  in  friendly 
fashion,  and  walked  past  the  chipmunk  with  Paddle 
Tail  and  Water  Baby.  Mrs.  feeaver  had  a  certain 
quiet  dignity  that  the  other  creatures  of  the  woods 
couldn't  understand.  They  admired  her,  though,  for 
she  was  industrious  and  reliable.  No  other  creature 
could  cut  down  trees  and  carry  them  off  to  build  a 
snug  house  in  the  stream,  as  the  beavers  did. 

The  twins  soon  forgot  the  chipmunk,  because 
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the  forest  was  full  of  so  many  new  and  interesting 
things*  They  saw  green  Jack-in-the-pulpits  standing 
in  the  marshy  places*  Purple  violets  carpeted  the 
mossy  ground  beneath  their  feet.  A  little  green  garter 
snake  held  up  his  head  as  they  passed;  then  slipped 
off  into  the  grass  that  matched  the  color  of  his  bright 
skin. 

Slowly  the  sun  came  up  out  of  the  East,  and  the 
forest  sang  with  the  joyful  sounds  of  morning. 
Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby,  and  their  mother  paused 
to  rest  among  the  tall  trees.  But  Mrs.  Beaver  was  ill 
at  ease.  Many  scents  were  wafted  to  her  on  the  breeze. 
She  was  sure  a  deer  was  not  far  off.  That  did  not  dis- 
turb her.  It  was  another  strange  scent  mingled  with 
it  that  made  her  mother-heart  beat  fast. 

"Quiet,  my  little  ones,"  she  warned  the  twins. 
And  the  three  of  them  sat  motionless  as  she  listened 
for  a  footfall. 
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Even  before  she  heard  him  coming,  Mrs*  Beaver 
recognized  the  scent  of  the  wolf.  She  was  not  afraid 
for  herself,  although  she  knew  her  slow  movements 
were  no  match  for  him.  But  she  feared  for  her  twins. 
They  were  only  seven  weeks  old,  and  fat  and  round. 
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To  a  hungry  wolf — and  wolves  always  seem  to  be 
hungry — baby  beavers  would  be  a  juicy  morsel. 

As  she  sat  quietly,  trying  to  decide  what  to  do 
next,  a  young  fawn  leapt  into  view.  She  was  only  a 
baby;  there  were  still  light  spots  on  her  soft  coat. 
Surely  she  must  have  lost  her  mother,  for  a  doe  never 
leaves  her  young  for  long  at  a  time.  The  little  deer 
paused  in  the  clearing,  her  heart  beating  with  fear. 
Then,  without  daring  to  look  back,  she  sprang  into 
the  woods. 

Paddle  Tail  uttered  a  small  cry  when  the  gray 
animal  with  the  long  bushy  tail  loped  into  the  clear- 
ing. In  the  wolf's  bright  eyes  the  thirst  for  blood 
shone.  He  hurried  after  the  deer,  his  sharp  nose  in  the 
air,  his  ears  pointed  forward  to  catch  the  slightest 
sound. 

The  little  beavers  trembled.  For  the  first  time  in 
their  young  lives,  they  knew  real  fear.  The  wolf  was 
an  enemy  that  might  snatch  them  away  from  their 
mother.  They  clung  close  to  her  and  hid  their  faces 
in  her  thick  fur.  But  Mrs.  Beaver  soon  indicated  that 
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the  danger  was  past*  The  wolf  had  not  seen  them.  He 
was  too  busy  pursuing  the  fawn.  She  sniffed  the  air, 
and  her  keen  sense  of  smell  told  her  it  would  be  safe 
to  travel  There  was  water  not  far  away.  Slowly  she 
struck  off  toward  it.  Her  babies  were  old  enough  to 
pay  a  visit  to  the  beaver  colony  that  lived  in  a  stream 
which  ran  through  the  forest.  She  wanted  the  other 
beavers  to  see  her  children.  She  was  sure  no  lodge  in 
all  the  colonies  of  the  beavers  had  more  beautiful 
babies  than  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby. 

So  she  plodded  along,  her  fat  body  swinging 
from  side  to  side,  her  coat  gleaming  red-brown  in  the 
rising  sun.  Now  and  then  she  stopped,  reached  for 
a  branch  and  snapped  it  off  with  her  sharp  yellow 
teeth.  But  every  new  bush,  leaf,  or  plant  was  promptly 
rejected  if  not  the  right  kind. 

As  Mrs.  Beaver  and  the  twins  neared  the 
swamp-land  where  the  willows  grew,  they  saw  com- 
ing toward  them  a  big  beaver  who  must  have  weighed 
fifty  pounds.  Although  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby 
knew  nothing  about  weights  and  measures,  he  looked 
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simply  huge  to  them.  This  beaver  moved  slowly,  as 
though  the  weight  of  his  body  were  a  burden  to  him. 
His  bushy  eyebrows  and  his  short  whiskers  seemed 
slightly  grayed,  and  he  had  a  number  of  long  hairs 
which  were  lighter  than  his  brown  fur  coat.  His  eyes 
greeted  them  kindly  and  when  he  met  Mrs.  Beaver, 
the  twins  could  see  that  he  was  fond  of  her.  And  they 
were  right,  for  she  was  his  granddaughter.  He  had 
not  seen  her  since  the  year  before,  when  she  and  her 
mate  had  taken  the  trail  and  gone  in  search  of  a  pond 
where  they  could  build  a  house  for  themselves.  The 
old  beaver  remembered  that  three  years  back  she  had 
been  a  baby  herself,  and  now  she  had  two  fine  young 
ones. 

Water  Baby  and  Paddle  Tail  were  thrilled  to 
meet  old  Grandfather  Beaver.  They  stood  on  their 
hind  legs  and  sniffed  at  his  whiskers.  They  admired 
his  great  size,  his  long  teeth,  and  his  heavy  coat.  And 
he  agreed  with  their  mother  that  they  were  certainly 
a  handsome  pair  of  twins.  Then  they  said  good-bye 
to  him  and  continued  on  their  way,  for  the  sun  was 
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getting  high,  and  Mrs*  Beaver  knew  that  water  was 
the  safest  place  for  them  in  the  daytime.  At  night, 
under  cover  of  the  darkness,  beavers  could  work 
steadily  and  safely.  They  could  cut  their  trees  and 
pile  their  wood.  They  could  drag  bushes  and 
branches  along  their  trail  to  mend  the  dams  and 
build  new  roofs  on  their  lodges.  Of  course  they  kept 
one  of  their  number  on  guard  to  warn  them  in  case 
of  danger.  But  now,  walking  without  her  mate  to 
protect  her,  the  mother  felt  none  too  secure.  She  was 
glad  when  they  stood  at  the  edge  of  a  flowing  stream. 
The  sound  of  the  water  was  reassuring.  Twins  were 
a  great  responsibility. 

She  sat  for  a  moment  on  the  bank  and  looked 
out  on  the  winding  river.  It  was  a  good  spot,  she  de- 
cided, but  not  nearly  as  nice  as  her  own  home.  Like 
all  beavers,  she  was  much  attached  to  her  lodge. 
There  she  and  her  mate  would  stay  until  the  food- 
supply  in  their  neighborhood  was  gone. 

Water  Baby  and  Paddle  Tail  were  surprised  at 
what  they  saw.  Two  beaver  lodges  rose  out  of  the 
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water  and  a  very  large  dam  held  the  water  back. 
But  it  wasn't  the  houses  or  even  the  dam  that  caught 
their  eager  eyes-  It  was  the  beavers!  Dozens  of  them 
swam  in  the  stream,  diving  under  and  coming  up  at 
various  points.  A  group  of  youngsters  no  bigger  than 
the  twins  were  having  a  wonderful  time  diving  off  a 
big  log. 

Paddle  Tail  looked  up  at  his  mother.  He  looked 
at  Water  Baby.  Then,  side  by  side,  all  three  of  them 
dived  deep  into  the  cool  water.  They  were  warm 
after  their  long  walk,  and  the  chilly  stream  was  so 
refreshing  that  they  stayed  under  for  several  min- 
utes. Then  Mrs.  Beaver  floated  contentedly  to  the 
surface,  nipping  at  the  stems  of  water-lilies.  With  one 
accord  the  twins  struck  out  boldly  toward  the  little 
beavers  playing  on  the  log.  Water  Baby  flirted  her  tail 
right  and  left,  making  a  beautiful  zigzag  course  as  she 
neared  them.  Paddle  Tail  decided  he  must  provide 
some  excitement  for  such  a  great  occasion.  He  forgot 
what  his  mother  had  told  him.  He  only  knew  he 
wanted  to  get  the  attention  of  all  these  small  beavers 
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who  looked  exactly  like  his  little  sister*  They  were 
splashing  about  and  pushing  one  another  off  their 
slippery  perches-  They  didn't  pay  much  attention  to 
the  newcomers.  He  would  show  them  a  trick  or  two! 
For  a  moment  he  floated  quietly.  Then,  with  a  re- 
sounding  whack,  he  slapped  his  tail  on  the  water  with 
a  louder  sound  than  he  had  ever  been  able  to  make 
before! 

But  he  wasn't  prepared  for  what  happened. 
Like  a  flash,  the  little  brown  heads  of  the  beavers 
popped  up  all  over  the  river.  Then  every  single  ani- 
mal disappeared!  Even  Water  Baby  ducked  out  of 
sight  at  the  sound,  although  she  couldn't  explain 
why.  Paddle  Tail  looked  about.  The  water,  which  a 
moment  before  had  been  alive  with  creatures  of  his 
own  kind — beavers  he  wanted  to  play  with — was 
as  smooth  as  a  mill  pond.  Not  a  beaver  in  sight! 

"Quack!  Quack!  Quack!)y  scolded  the  wood 
duck,  as  she  sailed  off  with  her  babies.  "Quack! 
Quack!  Quack!  Quack!  You  are  a  very  foolish 
young  one!" 
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Paddle  Tail  had  to  admit  this  was  true.  Slowly 
he  swam  toward  the  deserted  log.  Slowly  he  pulled 
himself  out  of  the  water.  Shining  drops  ran  down 
his  coat,  but  he  didn't  even  bother  to  shake  himself. 
After  a  minute  he  began  to  cry.  He  knew  that  would 
surely  bring  back  his  mother.  She  always  appeared 
when  he  cried.  Yes,  there  she  was,  swimming  toward 
him  as  fast  as  she  could.  And  soon  Water  Baby 
bobbed  up  beside  her. 

Paddle  Tail  pretended  not  to  see  them  at  first. 
He  shook  himself  and  began  to  comb  his  hair.  He 
made  a  great  show  of  scratching  his  face  with  both 
his  f  orepaws.  But  his  mother  knew  he  was  thoroughly 
ashamed  of  himself.  Once  more  she  explained  that 
he  must  not  use  the  warning  signal  of  the  beavers 
without  a  good  reason.  Otherwise,  maybe  sometime 
when  he  needed  help,  no  one  would  come  to  his 
rescue — or  pay  any  attention  to  him. 

Her  small  son  listened  carefully  this  time.  "Will 
the  beavers  come  back  again?"  he  asked.  And  his 
mother  told  him  to  wait  and  be  quiet.  One  by  one, 
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as  he  watched,  the  brown  heads  appeared-  Big 
beavers  and  little  beavers,  mother  and  father  beavers, 
bobbed  to  the  surface.  Finally  five  or  six  small  ones 
came  back  to  the  log,  and  started  to  play. 

And  it  wasn't  long  before  the  twins  were  tum- 
bling about  with  them  in  a  game  of  " follow  the 
leader/5  The  leader  walked  along  the  length  of  the 
log,  then  he  leapt  into  the  water  in  a  shallow  dive. 
One  after  another,  the  rest  followed.  They  dived  and 
swam  after  him.  They  zigzagged  as  he  did.  They 
climbed  onto  the  big  dam.  They  pushed  each  other 
off.  They  boxed  with  their  forepaws. 

The  older  beavers  looked  on  with  approval. 
Finally,  they,  too,  slipped  into  the  water  and  joined 
in  the  fun.  All  the  beavers  frolicked  and  played  until 
they  were  tired.  Most  of  the  year  it  fell  to  their  lot 
to  work  and  build.  But  even  busy  beavers  have  their 
playtime.  There  was  plenty  of  food  for  everybody! 
The  birds  sang  and  the  warm  sun  shone  down.  Spring 
had  come  to  the  beaver  country,  and  summer  was 
almost  there! 
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By  the  time  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  were 
ten  weeks  old  they  felt  very  grown  up,  although  they 
were  still  not  half  as  large  as  their  mother.  Shining 
hairs  were  beginning  to  grow  out  from  their  thick, 
brown  fur.  Their  yellow  teeth  were  long  and  sharp. 
They  no  longer  depended  on  a  milk  diet,  for  their 
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mother  had  shown  them  how  to  gather  and  eat  wil- 
low and  aspen  twigs,  lily  stems,  and  the  juicy  roots 
of  various  plants  which  grew  in  their  stream.  Their 
forepaws  had  developed  long,  pointed  claws  which 
enabled  them  to  cling  to  slippery  logs.  Their  hind 
legs  were  strong  for  swimming.  And  their  broad 
tough-skinned  tails  were  useful  for  bracing  them- 
selves when  standing  upright,  for  steering  a  course 
through  the  water,  and  to  help  them  float  on  the  sur- 
face when  they  rested.  Their  senses  of  hearing  and 
smell  were  improving  every  day.  They  had  learned 
to  comb  their  coats  and  to  keep  themselves  and  their 
little  beds  neat  and  clean.  They  knew  that  beavers 
were  safe  from  enemies  only  when  near  or  in  the 
water  that  led  to  their  own  lodge. 

Each  day  the  sounds  and  sights  all  about  them 
became  more  familiar.  They  knew  the  songs  of  birds, 
the  warning  cries  of  small  animals,  and  the  murmur 
of  the  rippling  water  as  it  slid  past  the  house  and  over 
the  dam. 

But  late  one  afternoon  in  July,  as  they  played 
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along  the  shore,  they  heard  a  noise  that  rumbled  and 
boomed  above  all  the  other  sounds  of  the  forest.  To 
the  twins  it  sounded  as  if  a  million  beaver  tails  had 
hit  the  water  in  one  resounding  whack.  As  the  great 
noise  crashed  upon  their  ears,  they  saw  sharp  streaks 
of  fire  rush  angrily  across  the  sky.  Again  the  loud 
sound  boomed.  Black  clouds  moved  overhead.  The 
wind  shook  the  trees.  The  turtle  left  his  rock  and  hid 
under  the  water.  Birds  hurried  back  to  their  nests  on 
fleet  wings.  A  rabbit  scurried  over  the  dam  as  fast 
as  he  could.  All  the  creatures  of  the  woods  were 
aroused.  The  chipmunk  scolded,  the  crow  cawed, 
the  ducks  quacked  from  the  bushes  along  the  shore. 
"Hurry!  Hurry!  Hurry!"  they  seemed  to  say. 

The  beaver  twins  had  never  seen  a  thunder- 
storm before.  Water  Baby  began  to  cry.  Paddle  Tail 
blinked  his  brown  eyes  as  the  lightning  flashed.  Then, 
suddenly,  the  rain  began  to  fall  in  great  sheets.  The 
flowers  bent  their  heads.  The  tall  grass  swayed  and 
danced  in  the  wind.  Even  the  quiet  water  of  their 
pond  was  disturbed.  Waves  beat  around  their  lodge. 
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From  somewhere  upstream  the  current  rushed  into 
the  placid  pool  and  whipped  it  into  little  eddies* 

Paddle  Tail  and  his  sister  snuggled  close  together 
for  a  moment.  Then  they  dived  into  the  pool  and 
swam  under  water.  If  only  they  could  get  to  the  lodge 
entrance,  they  thought  they  would  be  safe!  Inside 
their  house,  perhaps  they  would  not  hear  the  thun- 
der. They  would  not  see  the  lightning's  fire  across  the 
sky.  Water  Baby  swam  this  way  and  that,  looking  for 
her  mother.  Whatever  happened,  she  always  felt  safe 
with  her  mother. 

But  Mrs.  Beaver,  as  the  twins  soon  saw,  had  no 
time  to  cuddle  her  children.  She  and  Mr.  Beaver  and 
old  Grandfather  Beaver  were  working  frantically. 
The  dam  was  giving  way!  The  pressure  of  the  rushing 
waters  had  already  made  a  small  opening  through 
which  the  current  poured  like  a  waterfall.  Mother 
Beaver  pounced  on  every  branch  and  twig  that 
floated  downstream.  Father  dived  time  after  time  to 
the  bottom  and  brought  up  handf  uls  of  mud.  Grand- 
father carried  small  stones  between  his  chest  and  his 
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chin  and  forced  them  into  the  hole*  While  the  thun- 
der rolled  and  the  lightning  flashed,  the  beavers 
worked  steadily.  They  swam  under  water  to  the 
food-pile  of  branches  they  had  stacked  up  the  winter 
bef  ore*  Taking  one  end  in  their  mouths,  they  dragged 
bushes  and  twigs  into  place* 

Mrs.  Beaver  paid  no  attention  to  the  storm. 
Briefly  she  told  her  babies  to  be  quiet  and  to  bring  as 
many  twigs  as  they  could  find.  For  if  the  dam  should 
be  torn  away,  the  work  of  years  would  be  destroyed 
and  their  home  would  no  longer  be  safe.  Paddle  Tail 
and  his  sister  must  help,  even  though  they  were  small. 
That  was  the  way  to  learn. 

Faster  than  he  had  ever  traveled  in  his  young 
life,  Paddle  Tail  swam  back  and  forth  carrying  bark, 
mud,  leaves,  and  roots.  He  pushed  and  patted  them 
into  place,  as  he  saw  his  father  was  doing.  Water 
Baby,  anxious  to  do  her  share,  dived  deeply  and  came 
up  with  a  stone  that  was  so  heavy  she  could  hardly 
manage  it  in  her  small  paws.  When  she  got  it  to  the 
surface  of  the  stream,  it  rolled  out  of  her  grasp  and 
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sank  into  the  mud  again.  But,  like  all  beavers,  she 
was  determined  to  finish  what  she  set  out  to  do. 
Down  she  went  again  and  back  she  came  with  the 
stone.  Her  mother  saw  the  efforts  of  her  little  one, 
and  helped  her  push  it  into  place. 

The  Beaver  family  labored  over  their  dam  long 
after  the  storm  had  stopped.  The  night  owl  called: 
"Who!  Who!  Who!"  as  he  flew  across  the  pond.  The 
frogs  chorused  steadily  from  the  swamp.  A  black 
water-snake  swam  close  to  the  dam,  lifting  her  small 
sleek  head  to  see  what  was  going  on.  The  stars  blos- 
somed in  the  sky,  and  a  little  sliver  of  a  moon  sent  a 
pale  yellow  glow  across  the  water.  Even  the  wind  and 
the  trees  slept  after  a  while,  but  still  the  busy  beavers 
worked. 

It  was  almost  daylight  when  they  paused  in  their 
labors.  Father  Beaver  examined  the  dam  carefully. 
Grandfather  swam  the  entire  length  of  it  under 
water,  to  make  sure  it  was  solid  and  strong.  He  stud- 
ied every  inch  of  it,  climbing  over  the  places  where 
the  water  still  spilled  over.  He  dived  off  the  dam  a  few 
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times  and  seemed  to  find  the  depth  as  it  should  be, 
Mrs.  Beaver  watched  them  closely  and  waited  until 
they  told  her  all  was  well  Then  she  took  her  little 
twins  and  swam  off  to  the  lodge. 

Tenderly  she  combed  their  fur  and  smoothed  the 
hair  out  of  their  tired  eyes.  She  peeled  the  outer  bark 
from  shoots  of  maple  and  fed  them  until  they  could 
eat  no  more.  Softly  she  told  them  what  good  children 
they  were.  She  was  proud  of  the  way  they  had 
worked.  They  had  proved  their  industry  and  earned 
a  place  for  themselves  in  the  beaver  world. 

Long  after  their  eyes  were  closed  in  sleep,  she  lay 
near  them  listening  to  the  murmur  of  the  stream.  She 
loved  her  little  twins  and  would  protect  them  with 
her  life.  If  the  storm  should  come  again  and  shake  the 
foundations  of  their  home,  she  would  care  for  them 
somehow.  But  the  weather  had  cleared;  the  water 
rippled  gently  around  their  housetop.  Beaver  Lodge 
was  saved! 
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There  was  nothing  bashful  about  Paddle  Tail. 
By  the  middle  of  August,  he  wandered  at  will,  poking 
his  little  nose  along  the  bank  of  the  stream.  Under 
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water,  he  swam  madly  after  the  fishes  that  darted 
across  his  path.  Not  that  he  wanted  to  hurt  them*  He 
had  been  taught  by  his  father  that  no  self-respecting 
beaver  ever  kills  or  eats  fish.  But  he  chased  them  just 
for  fun.  At  four  months,  he  was  the  size  of  a  small,  fat 
puppy,  and  like  a  puppy  he  sank  his  sharp  teeth  into 
almost  everything  he  could  find.  Also  as  a  puppy 
does,  he  often  ran  away.  And  wherever  Paddle  Tail 
went,  little  Water  Baby  was  sure  to  tag  along.  She 
was  almost  as  big  as  her  brother,  but  she  was  shy  and 
quiet.  Water  Baby  would  have  been  quite  content  to 
play  in  the  water  around  her  island  home,  or  to  slide 
off  the  dam  nearby.  Not  so  with  Paddle  Tail. 

"Come  along/ '  he  suggested  one  bright  morn- 
ing. "I  hear  they  are  cutting  down  trees  in  the  forest. 
I  shall  cut  down  the  biggest  tree,  and  bring  it  back  to 
our  pond."  Of  course  he  had  never  cut  down  even  a 
small  bush.  But  Water  Baby  followed  him.  They 
swam  lazily  across  the  pool,  climbed  up  the  bank, 
and  took  the  trail.  It  was  dry  and  warm  in  the  sum- 
mer sun.  Their  tails  dragged  behind  them,  making  a 
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broad  flat  track  in  the  dust. 

Paddle  Tail  stopped  often.  He  sniffed  the  air, 
listened  carefully,  and  stared  about  him  with  bright 
brown  eyes.  "Good  morning!  Good  morning!"  called 
the  talkative  gray  squirrel.  But  when  Water  Baby 
hopped  after  him,  the  squirrel  tossed  his  long  fluffy 
tail  in  her  face  and  scrambled  up  a  tree.  The  two  little 
beavers  looked  up  at  him  as  he  sat  on  a  branch.  He 
laughed  loudly  and  threw  an  acorn  at  them.  His  man- 
ners were  not  of  the  best.  Perhaps,  thought  Water 
Baby,  he  just  wants  some  one  to  play  with  him. 
Paddle  Tail,  however,  was  angry.  He  turned  away 
and  continued  his  slow,  waddling  gait  along  the  path. 

Water  Baby  soon  caught  up  with  her  brother, 
for  he  stopped  to  sniff  at  every  bush.  In  true  grown-up 
style,  he  snapped  a  branch  off  with  his  teeth.  He  held 
it  in  his  forepaws,  and  munched  at  the  juicy  stem. 

Paddle  Tail  and  his  sister  were  both  eating, 
when  some  very  odd  noises  startled  them — and  the 
breeze  blowing  toward  them  carried  a  strange  scent. 
The  beaver  twins  froze  in  their  tracks.  They  hardly 
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dared  breathe.  They  were  standing  near  the  hollow 
stump  of  a  dead  tree.  If  they  could  crawl  into  it,  per- 
haps they  might  not  be  noticed.  The  wind  was  in  a 
favorable  direction  for  them;  their  scent  was  being 
blown  away  from  the  spot  where  the  grunts,  squeaks, 
and  whines  were  coming  from. 

In  clumsy  fashion,  Water  Baby  climbed  up  the 
side  and  fell  into  the  hollow.  Paddle  Tail  squeezed  in 
after  her.  As  they  peered  over  the  top  of  their  hiding- 
place,  two  animals  moved  into  a  clearing  not  far 
away.  The  slender  animal,  with  brown  fur  on  his 
back  and  light  underneath,  was  not  as  big  as  the 
beaver  twins.  But  he  was  one  of  the  most  deadly  of  all 
the  creatures  who  roam  the  forest.  He  was  Killer,  the 
Weasel.  He  did  not  require  much  food  to  sustain  his 
small  body,  but  Killer  took  life  for  the  love  of  killing. 
Sometimes  he  leapt  at  the  throat  of  a  rabbit  or  a  little 
fox,  sucked  the  blood  from  their  necks,  and  left  them 
lying  on  the  ground. 

Nobody  liked  Killer,  the  Weasel — perhaps  none 
less  than  Mrs.  Quills,  the  fat  porcupine.  But  even 
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though  she  was  fat,  slow,  and  amiable,  she  was  a 
match  for  the  enemy  who  had  tried  to  sneak  into  her 
nest  and  steal  her  babies* 

Yet  Paddle  Tail  couldn't  understand  her 
method  of  fighting.  So  far  as  he  could  see,  she  was  not 
watching  Killer  as  he  circled  about  her-  Mrs.  Quills 
fought  with  her  back  to  the  weasel  Her  brownish, 
black  body  seemed  to  puff  up  to  double  its  size.  Her 
tail  and  her  back  were  covered  with  thousands  of 
sharp  quills  which  stuck  out  all  over  her,  as  she 
backed  toward  Killer.  But  the  swift  little  animal 
didn't  seem  to  realize  his  danger.  Almost  everything 
in  the  forest  moved  aside  for  Killer,  the  Weasel.  This 
thorny  creature  puzzled  him.  He  drew  in  closer.  And 
at  that  moment  Mrs.  Quills  gave  a  powerful  jerk  of 
her  tail.  With  the  tip  of  it,  she  buried  dozens  of  her 
needle-like  daggers  into  the  weasel's  face. 

With  a  low  cry  of  pain,  Killer  backed  off.  The 
poisoned  quills  with  their  hooked  points  were  buried 
deep  in  his  flesh.  Frantically  he  rubbed  his  head  on 
the  ground,  but  they  only  sank  in  deeper.  Madness 
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seized  him.  Once  again  he  leapt  at  the  porcupine. 
Again  her  tail  thrashed  about,  burying  its  darts  into 
the  breast  and  body  of  the  weasel 

Usually  Mrs.  Quills  was  a  sociable  creature. 
Never  would  she  attack  another  animal  without  rea- 
son. She  had  none  of  the  murderous  instincts  of  the 
weasel.  But  when  weasel,  wolf,  raccoon,  or  wildcat 
approached  her  home  or  molested  her  young,  Mrs. 
Quills  became  a  whirling  fury,  thrashing  out  with 
thousands  of  weapons.  She  had  no  speed.  She  could 
not  leap  at  the  throat  of  an  enemy.  She  used  no  sharp 
teeth  or  long  claws.  But  when  aroused,  she  could 
fight  even  the  black  bear  or  the  panther  and  hold  her 
own. 

As  the  little  beavers  watched,  they  saw  that  Kil- 
ler was  beginning  to  find  out  that  the  porcupine  is  a 
dangerous  adversary.  But  he  was  a  fighter,  too.  His 
small  sharp  eyes  watched  for  an  opening.  Quills  hung 
from  his  bedraggled  coat.  They  drooped  from  his 
mouth  and  his  shoulders.  Maddened  by  pain,  he 
scarcely  knew  what  he  was  doing.  Again  and  again 
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he  sneaked  close  to  the  round  ball  of  dark  fur.  Again 
and  again  it  backed  into  him  with  thrashing  tail, 
pounding  loose  quills  into  his  nose  and  throat. 

Killer,  the  weasel,  finally  had  enough.  Slowly, 
he  dragged  himself  into  the  shadow  of  the  forest, 
leaving  a  trail  of  blood  behind  him.  Mrs.  Quills 
turned  around.  Gradually  her  weapons  settled  back 
in  their  places  on  her  dark,  shining  coat.  For  a  mo- 
ment she  stared  after  the  marauder.  Never  would  he 
steal  and  murder  again.  Of  that  she  was  sure.  Her 
daggers  had  reached  a  vital  spot,  as  she  intended  they 
should.  Her  bushy  tail  dropped  with  contentment. 
She  chattered  loudly  to  nobody  in  particular,  and 
soon  two  small  Porky  twins  paraded  out  of  the  nest 
in  the  rocks,  calling  to  her  as  they  came  waddling 
along  in  single  file.  They  were  jet  black,  with  smooth, 
thick  tails.  Tiny  quills  less  than  an  inch  long  lay  back 
in  their  fur.  Water  Baby  thought  they  were  pretty 
little  animals.  But  neither  she  nor  her  brother  had 
any  intention  of  playing  with  them.  Watching  the 
battle  from  their  hide-away  in  the  hollow  tree-trunk, 
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they  had  learned  one  valuable  lesson:  Never  annoy  a 
porcupine,  especially  the  mother  of  a  young  family. 

Mrs.  Quills  talked  continually  to  her  children  as 
she  led  them  back  to  their  nest.  She  was  such  a  chat- 
terbox, she  couldn't  keep  quiet.  As  Water  Baby  and 
Paddle  Tail  scrambled  out  of  their  hiding-place  and 
turned  back  on  the  trail,  they  could  still  hear  her 
grunting,  shrieking,  and  telling  the  young  porcu- 
pines, no  doubt,  never  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
the  weasel  tribe. 

Now  that  the  battle  was  over,  the  beaver  twins 
began  to  realize  how  frightened  they  were.  They  hur- 
ried along  the  path,  looking  to  right  and  left.  With 
great  relief  they  reached  the  spot  where  their  father 
and  old  Grandfather  Beaver  were  working.  Several 
beavers  from  the  other  river  were  busy  there,  too,  but 
they  looked  to  Grandfather  to  guide  them  and  watch 
over  their  safety.  Like  all  beavers,  they  labored  si- 
lently and  steadily.  Large  and  clumsy,  some  of  them 
weighed  thirty  or  forty  pounds.  All  of  them  had 
twenty  teeth.  Four  were  long  pointed  yellow  cutting 
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teeth — two  in  the  under  jaw  and  two  in  the  upper. 
They  could  chew  from  side  to  side,  as  well  as  up  and 
down. 

When  Father  Beaver  looked  up  from  the  tree  he 
was  cutting  and  saw  the  twins,  he  came  to  them  at 
once.  He  greeted  them  kindly,  but  seemed  very  much 
worried  that  they  had  wandered  so  far  alone.  He 
kept  looking  down  the  path  for  their  mother.  And 
pretty  soon  she  came  along.  She  was  breathing  heav- 
ily and  running  at  a  gallop,  her  back  arched  high,  her 
nose  close  to  the  ground.  Mother  Beaver  was  thor- 
oughly frightened,  for  she  had  passed  the  spot  where 
Killer,  the  Weasel,  had  fought  with  Mrs.  Quills.  She 
was  frantic  lest  her  babies  had  been  in  danger. 

When  she  saw  Water  Baby  and  Paddle  Tail  be- 
side their  father,  her  fat  body  quivered  with  joy.  She 
rushed  to  them  and  buried  her  head  in  their  soft  fur. 
She  stood  on  her  hind  feet  and  wrapped  her  arms 
around  them.  They  were  naughty  children  to  run 
away,  but  she  was  so  glad  to  see  them,  she  forgot  to 
scold. 

66 


KILLER,    THE   WEASEL 


In  a  moment  or  two,  she  left  them  and  hurried 
over  to  the  tree  her  mate  was  cutting.  She  always 
helped  him  to  get  food  and  sticks  to  mend  the  lodge 
and  dam.  Now  she  tore  into  the  wood  with  sharp 
teeth.  Chips  flew  in  every  direction.  As  she  chewed 
into  one  side  of  the  tall  aspen,  Father  Beaver  chewed 
on  the  other. 

All  through  the  afternoon,  the  beaver  family 
worked  steadily.  Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  tried 
to  help,  too.  They  bit  off  small  pieces  of  wood,  stand- 
ing upright  and  bracing  themselves  with  their  flat 
tails.  Finally,  when  they  stopped  to  take  a  rest, 
Grandfather  Beaver  backed  off  and  took  a  good  look 
at  the  branches  waving  high  in  the  air . . .  the  tree  was 
beginning  to  sway. 

Quietly  he  pushed  the  twins  from  the  spot.  And 
he  must  have  spoken  to  Mrs.  Beaver,  for  she  also 
drew  far  back  out  of  danger.  Only  Father  Beaver 
continued  to  tear  at  the  thin  core  of  the  tree  now. 
Chop,  chop  went  his  long  chisel  teeth,  cutting  away 
the  white  wood.  Suddenly  he  gave  a  shrill  whistle — 
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and  scampered  to  a  safe  distance*  All  the  other  beav- 
ers stopped  working  at  their  trees.  They,  too,  hopped 
and  ran  to  a  safe  place. 

The  tall  tree  leaned  far  over  to  the  side.  Its  flut- 
tering green  branches  brushed  the  branches  of  neigh- 
boring trees  as  it  fell.  With  a  crash  that  sounded 
through  the  forest  like  a  great  waterfall,  followed  by 
a  loud  thud,  the  aspen  flung  its  length  on  the  ground. 

Water  Baby  watched  with  round,  shining  eyes. 
Even  Paddle  Tail  was  awed.  His  young  heart  swelled 
with  pride  to  see  such  a  giant  of  the  forest  brought 
down  by  his  father.  But  chopping  it  down  was  only 
the  beginning.  What  would  the  beavers  do  next? 
How  would  they  manage  to  carry  it  home? 
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During  the  next  few  days,  the  beaver  twins 
learned  many  things  about  the  skill  of  the  beaver  col- 
ony. And  while  they  were  still  too  young  to  be  of 
much  help,  they  watched  all  the  work  that  was  being 
done.  When  Paddle  Tail  wondered  how  the  fallen 
tree  would  be  moved  to  their  pond,  he  had  no  idea  it 
would  be  dragged  piece  by  piece.  Hour  after  hour,  all 
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through  the  summer  night,  and  sometimes  during 
the  day,  they  worked.  Father  Beaver  kept  Paddle  Tail 
beside  him  much  of  the  time,  showing  him  just  how 
everything  was  done.  One  by  one  the  branches  were 
stripped  off  the  fallen  tree  and  stacked  into  a  pile. 
Those  branches  were  the  food  that  would  help  to 
feed  the  beavers  during  the  winter. 

Mrs.  Beaver  had  her  own  way  of  carrying  brush 
to  the  pond.  Grasping  a  large  branch  firmly  in  her 
teeth,  she  dragged  it  down  the  path  that  led  to  the 
water.  Sometimes  the  leafy  bough  was  so  large,  she 
was  almost  hidden  in  its  foliage.  But  she  was  strong 
and  determined.  Now  and  then  she  stopped  to  rest. 
Once  she  reached  the  bank  with  her  burden,  the  task 
was  easier.  She  swam  toward  the  food-pile  near  the 
lodge,  the  branch  floating  on  the  water  beside  her. 
Often  she  had  to  use  all  her  strength  to  carry  it  under 
water.  But,  as  she  explained  to  Water  Baby,  it  was 
important  to  get  their  food  safely  under  water.  It 
would  keep  fresh  and  green  that  way.  Besides,  when 
ice  covered  the  top  of  their  pond  and  closed  them  in, 

70 


A   BIG,    BLACK   BEAR 


they  must  make  sure  to  have  their  food  where  they 
could  get  to  it  by  swimming  under  the  ice.  That's  why 
Mrs.  Beaver  tugged  and  pulled  with  each  branch  she 
carried. 

Usually  when  she  drew  it  to  the  bottom  of  the 
pond,  it  would  catch  onto  another  branch  or  twig 
and  be  held  there.  Now  and  then,  it  floated  to  the  top 
and  remained  there  until  it  was  thoroughly  water- 
soaked.  Then  it  sank  slowly  below  the  surface  in  its 
proper  place. 

His  father,  thought  Paddle  Tail,  was  the  strong- 
est of  all  the  beavers.  When  Mr.  Beaver  stopped 
chopping  wood  to  carry  branches  to  the  water, 
Paddle  Tail  trudged  silently  along  with  him,  pulling 
and  dragging  in  an  effort  to  do  his  share.  Mr.  Beaver 
knew  exactly  how  to  make  the  most  of  his  strength. 
Creeping  under  a  big  branch,  he  grasped  the  sawed- 
off  end  in  his  mouth,  and  with  the  rest  of  it  slung 
across  his  broad  back,  he  started  toward  the  water 
with  the  ends  trailing  to  one  side. 

Water  Baby  thought  he  was  a  very  amusing 
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sight.  Often  she  tagged  along  just  for  fun*  With  her 
father  and  her  brother  almost  covered  by  the  leaves, 
it  looked  almost  like  a  little  tree  out  walking  all  by 
itself*  When  Paddle  Tail  caught  a  glimpse  of  her, 
sometimes  he  forgot  that  a  beaver  must  work  for  a 
living*  One  day  he  dropped  the  branch  he  was  help- 
ing to  carry,  and  boxed  Water  Baby's  soft  brown  ear* 
In  turn  she  rose  on  her  hind  legs  and  landed  both 
paws  smartly  on  his  head*  Together  they  rolled  over, 
like  two  wrestlers*  When  they  got  up  and  shook 
themselves  off,  Father  Beaver  had  reached  the  water's 
edge  with  his  burden* 

Paddle  Tail  stood  in  the  path  and  thought  things 
over*  As  the  son  of  the  family,  he  ought  to  go  back  to 
work.  But  the  day  was  warm,  and  the  woods  were 
simply  filled  with  things  to  see.  With  one  backward 
look  at  the  spot  where  his  mother  was  piling  twigs, 
and  a  glance  at  his  father  swimming  in  the  pond,  he 
turned  off  the  beaten  track*  Close  at  his  heels  fol- 
lowed Water  Baby*  She  knew  wherever  her  brother 
led  her,  adventure  would  be  waiting* 
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They  climbed  a  hill,  stopping  to  eat  wild-rasp- 
berry bushes  and  little  shoots  of  maple,  green  and 
sweet  But  they  remembered  the  rule  their  mother 
had  taught  them.  Smell  before  you  touch,  and  touch 
before  you  taste.  As  they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill, 
they  heard  the  buzzing  of  many  bees.  What  was  the 
reason  for  all  that  noise?  Water  Baby  sat  down  and 
blinked  her  eyes.  Paddle  Tail  paused  to  think  over 
the  situation.  Finally  the  twins  looked  wisely  at  each 
other,  and  crawled  cautiously  toward  the  humming 
sound. 

Before  long  they  wished  they  hadn't.  For,  stand- 
ing upright  against  a  hollow  tree-trunk,  was  a  big, 
black  bear.  And,  near  her  were  three  fat  little  cubs, 
Mrs,  Bear  was  digging  into  the  tree  with  long,  sharp 
claws.  She  was  fond  of  honey.  If  only  the  bees  would 
go  away,  she  could  feast  undisturbed.  She  swatted 
them  again  and  again  with  her  great  paws.  But  the 
three  little  cubs  didn't  know  what  to  do  about  the 
angry  swarm  of  insects  which  flew  about  their  heads. 
They  cried  like  babies.  Water  Baby  was  sorry  for 
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them.  But  she  was  very  much  afraid  of  their  huge 
mother,  and  she  backed  off  slowly. 

Paddle  Tail  wasn't  afraid.  At  least,  if  he  was,  he 
made  no  sign.  He  drew  closer  to  the  scene.  Then  a 
very  strange  thing  happened.  Suddenly  Mrs.  Bear 
turned,  dropped  down  on  all  four  paws  and  trotted 
right  over  to  the  little  beavers.  They  were  too  startled 
to  move.  They  just  stood  still,  waiting  for  her  to 
pounce  on  them.  This  surprised  her.  Within  a  few 
feet  of  them,  she  paused,  much  to  their  relief.  They 
saw  the  long  claws  on  her  feet.  Claws  that  could  tear 
them  to  pieces.  They  backed  off  slowly,  and  with  that 
Mrs.  Bear  let  out  a  long,  low  growl.  Paddle  Tail  and 
Water  Baby  never  expected  to  see  their  mother  again 
after  that. 

But  luckily  for  the  twins,  Mrs.  Bear  didn't  forget 
for  a  minute  the  sweet,  sticky  honey  waiting  for  her 
in  the  tree-trunk.  "Get  along  now!"  she  growled 
again.  And  with  that  she  turned  and  went  back  to 
her  favorite  food,  and  to  the  three  little  bears  who 
stood  in  a  row  crying  as  hard  as  they  could. 
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Paddle  Tail  and  his  sister  backed  slowly  away, 
not  daring  to  turn  and  run.  The  swarm  of  bees  were 
still  flying  all  about  Suddenly  one  flew  over  and  sat 
down  right  on  Paddle  Tail's  forepaw  where  the  hair 
was  thin  —  the  little  beaver  felt  as  though  he  had 
been  stabbed  with  a  thousand  needles*  Without  even 
waiting  for  Water  Baby,  he  turned  and  galloped  just 
as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him,  back  down  the  hill 
toward  the  cool  water* 

Water  Baby  didn't  know  the  bee  had  stung  him* 
She  was  certain  the  bear  must  be  coming  after  them. 
Quickly  she  followed  her  brother,  covering  the 
ground  in  clumsy  hops,  her  broad  tail  dragging  over 
the  rocks  and  stones.  If  she  had  stopped  to  look  back, 
she  might  have  seen  the  brown  bear  was  still  busy 
eating  honey,  but  she  did  not  look  back.  As  soon  as 
Paddle  Tail  reached  the  bank,  he  flung  himself  into 
the  water.  He  dived  deeply,  swimming  almost  across 
the  pond  before  he  came  up.  How  good  it  was  to  sink 
deep  into  his  own  pond!  How  cool  the  water  felt 
against  his  injured  forepaw.  Water  Baby  came  up 
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beside  him  after  a  while,  and  when  he  showed  her 
where  he  had  been  stung,  she  touched  the  spot  gently 
with  her  wet  muzzle- 
Then  they  climbed  up  to  their  favorite  spot  on 
top  of  the  lodge  and  watched  the  sunset.  They  saw 
their  father  and  mother  swimming  toward  them, 
each  dragging  a  branch  for  the  food-pile.  And  fol- 
lowing behind  them,  the  twins  saw  a  sleek  little 
beaver  no  bigger  than  themselves.  Mrs.  Beaver 
turned  and  whistled  softly  to  the  stranger. 

Paddle  Tail  and  Water  Baby  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve their  ears  when  they  heard  her.  That  was  just 
the  way  their  mother  always  called  them.  Who  could 
this  newcomer  be?  Quickly  they  slid  into  the  water, 
and  swam  over  to  find  out.  They  didn't  like  the  idea 
of  a  strange  little  beaver  in  their  pond,  especially  with 
their  mother.  They  hurried  toward  him  as  fast  as 
they  could. 
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Paddle  Tail  and  his  sister  stared  at  the  stranger 
with  inquisitive  brown  eyes.  When  their  mother 
swam  close  to  the  little  brown  beaver  and  handed 
him  an  aspen  twig  covered  with  tender  bark,  the 
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twins  weren't  at  all  sure  they  were  going  to  like  him. 
But  when  their  mother  made  it  clear  that  Chips  had 
no  mother  and  would  stay  with  the  family,  they  tried 
to  be  friendly. 

Water  Baby  paddled  slowly  over  to  Chips  and 
touched  her  nose  to  his  cheek.  This  was  her  welcome. 
Paddle  Tail  dived  and  splashed  about  and  showed 
off  generally.  Chips  was  so  happy  to  be  with  beavers 
of  his  own  age  that  he  could  scarcely  contain  himself. 
He  moved  his  rudder  tail  this  way  and  that,  coming 
close  to  each  of  the  twins  in  turn,  and  staring  at  them 
with  solemn,  dark  eyes.  He  wanted  so  much  to  please 
them,  for  his  had  not  been  a  happy  life.  His  father 
had  been  caught  in  a  steel  trap.  And  though  he  was 
only  four  months  old,  he  had  not  seen  his  mother  for 
several  weeks. 

Chips  was  born  in  a  lodge  in  one  of  the  moun- 
tain streams,  and  for  many  days  his  mother  had  fed 
him  and  cuddled  him.  But  one  night  she  had  left 
their  home  and  never  returned.  Chips  cried  for  days, 
for  he  was  all  alone  in  the  world.  He  could  not  figure 
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out  what  had  happened,  for  he  knew  his  mother 
would  not  leave  him  of  her  own  accord.  Always  be- 
fore she  had  returned  from  her  journeys  to  give  him 
his  milk. 

For  a  long  time  the  small  beaver  wandered  over 
the  swamps  and  through  the  forest,  calling  to  her. 
When  daylight  came,  he  would  hide  in  a  stream,  shiv- 
ering  with  fright  at  the  slightest  sign  of  danger.  When 
he  found  Mrs.  Beaver  and  her  husband  and  Grand- 
father Beaver  cutting  down  trees,  he  edged  over  to 
them  slowly.  Mrs.  Beaver  hadn't  noticed  him  at  first. 
She  was  busy,  and  he  was  shy  and  quiet.  But  when 
she  did  spy  Chips,  she  went  over  to  him  at  once,  for 
she  was  worried  to  see  such  a  little  fellow  wandering 
about  alone.  And  when  she  came  back  to  her  home, 
she  brought  the  orphan  with  her;  one  more  little  one 
in  the  family  would  be  no  trouble  at  all.  Always,  in 
the  beaver  country,  a  mother  adopts  any  small  or- 
phan who  needs  care  and  protection. 

So  now  Mrs.  Beaver  bustled  about,  dragging 
twigs  and  grasses  through  the  tunnel  to  the  lodge. 
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And  as  she  swam,  keeping  an  eye  on  the  three  young- 
sters, there  was  a  feeling  of  contentment  in  her  heart. 
Her  own  pair  were  really  something  to  be  proud  of, 
and  Chips  would  be  company  for  them.  It  was  the 
hour  of  twilight  that  the  mother  beaver  enjoyed  most. 
The  water  lay  still  and  shadowed  under  the  clear  sky. 
The  frogs  were  beginning  to  call  to  one  and  another 
in  the  lowlands.  And  the  last  soft  songs  of  the  birds 
came  sweetly  through  the  forest. 

Father  Beaver  and  old  Grandfather  were  off 
again  on  one  of  their  journeys.  They  traveled  much 
during  the  summer  to  learn  where  the  best  wood  was 
to  be  found.  Mrs.  Beaver  gave  little  thought  to  them, 
and  when  she  saw  that  her  young  brood  were  play- 
ing so  well  together,  she  swam  lazily  over  to  the  shore 
to  get  her  supper.  All  was  well  with  her  world,  and 
though  she  sniffed  the  balmy  August  air  now  and 
then,  no  enemy  scents  were  borne  on  the  breeze. 

When  Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby,  and  Chips 
tired  of  diving  from  the  roof  of  their  lodge,  the  beaver 
twins  decided  to  show  their  new  brother  what  a  fine 
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dam  they  had.  Chips  followed  them  eagerly.  He 
seemed  afraid  to  lose  sight  of  them  for  a  moment,  for 
he  had  known,  in  his  short  life,  what  it  means  to  be 
lonely.  So  the  three  of  them  started  off,  and  pretty 
soon  they  climbed  up  on  top  of  the  beaver  dam.  They 
shook  themselves  and  combed  their  soft  fur.  Paddle 
Tail  strutted  about  for  a  while,  pointing  out  to  Chips 
how  well  their  dam  was  built  and  putting  a  bit  of 
mud  here  and  there.  He  was  trying  to  appear  very 
grown  up,  but  he  was  still  a  small  round  ball  of  brown 
fur,  especially  when  he  sat  with  his  flat  tail  under  him 
and  tucked  his  forepaws  in  close  to  his  chest. 

After  a  while  all  three  little  ones  sat  down  to- 
gether for  a  rest.  They  could  see  Mrs.  Beaver  padding 
about  among  the  grass  and  reeds  at  the  water's  edge. 
A  tiny  field-mouse  scuttled  across  the  dam,  without 
as  much  as  a  "by  your  leave."  He  slipped  down  into 
the  twigs  and  branches  when  his  bright  eyes  fell  on 
the  beavers.  But  they  meant  him  no  harm,  so  he  need 
not  have  been  afraid.  A  water-snake  stuck  his  head 
out  of  the  pond  once  or  twice,  but  the  twins  and 
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Chips  paid  no  attention  to  him. 

The  beavers  were  used  to  looking  for  their  ene- 
mies in  the  water  or  on  land-  So  there  was  one  crea- 
ture they  failed  to  see,  as  they  sat  in  the  twilight.  High 
in  the  air  above  them,  a  great  hawk  circled  lazily  on 
brownish  gray  wings.  His  keen,  piercing  eyes  were 
searching  every  inch  of  the  territory  beneath  him.  It 
was  supper-time  and  the  hawk  was  very  hungry.  As 
he  flew  around  and  around  far  above  the  treetops,  he 
thought  he  saw  three  small  bunches  of  brown  on  the 
dam  below.  Beavers!  But  he  could  not  be  sure.  So  he 
glided  down  a  little  bit  lower  and  circled  again.  As 
the  hawk  came  closer,  he  could  see  that  here  were 
three  fat  morsels.  Even  one  would  make  a  good  meal. 

The  big  bird  circled  lower  and  lower  over  Paddle 
Tail,  Water  Baby,  and  Chips.  But  just  then  Chips 
strayed  away  from  the  other  two.  It  was  tiresome  sit- 
ting so  long  in  one  spot,  and  there  was  so  much  to  see. 
Water  Baby,  too,  became  restless  and  strolled  in  an- 
other direction.  The  hawk  flew  lower  in  a  last  circle. 
Then,  like  a  flash,  he  dropped  through  the  air,  his 
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heavy  body  hurtling  down,  down,  down! 

But  when  the  hawk  was  so  close  to  Water  Baby 
he  was  almost  ready  to  grasp  her  in  his  curved  talons, 
a  sound  rang  out  like  a  shot  Chips,  the  orphan,  heard 
the  swish  of  the  hawk's  wings  and  dived  into  the 
pond,  whacking  his  flat  tail  on  the  surface.  It  was  the 
warning  which  all  beavers  know  and  obey  instinc- 
tively. Hearing  it,  Water  Baby  jumped  and  was 
under  water  when  the  angry  bird  crashed  onto  the 
dam,  wings  outspread  and  claws  digging  into  the 
mud, 

Mrs,  Beaver  heard  the  loud  slap  on  the  water, 
looked  up,  and  saw  the  hawk.  Swiftly  she  hurried  to 
the  pond  and  dived  in,  swimming  under  the  surface 
as  fast  as  she  could  toward  her  babies.  Her  heart  was 
beating  fast  as  she  searched  about  for  them.  Finally 
she  found  them  at  the  entrance  to  the  water-tunnel, 
thoroughly  frightened  by  their  experience.  When 
Water  Baby,  Paddle  Tail  and  Chips  were  safe  inside 
the  lodge,  and  had  shaken  the  water  from  their  coats, 
she  combed  their  hair.  She  saw  they  were  unhurt, 
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and  she  was  very  happy  as  she  curled  up  beside  them. 

Paddle  Tail  realized  at  last  what  his  mother  had 
tried  to  teach  him  about  slapping  the  water  with  his 
tail  But  Paddle  Tail  was  not  the  hero.  It  was  Chips 
who  had  heard  the  sound  of  the  hawk's  wings  as  it 
dived.  It  was  Chips  who  had  leapt  into  the  water  and 
given  the  warning  signal  to  tell  Water  Baby  of  her 
danger.  And  although  he  remained  quiet  and  gentle 
as  usual,  Mrs.  Beaver  and  the  twins  knew  that  the 
watchfulness  of  the  new  member  of  the  family  had 
saved  the  life  of  Water  Baby. 

The  orphan  had  earned  his  place  in  the  lodge. 
He  would  always  be  near  and  dear  to  them  all.  They 
cuddled  up  close  to  him  and  made  small  sounds  that 
told  him  they  were  grateful.  Sleepily  he  stretched  his 
little  body.  It  was  good  to  have  his  new  friends  near. 

Chips  had  found  a  real  home  at  last. 
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GETTING  READY  FOR  WINTER 


For  many  days  and  nights  after  Water  Baby's 
narrow  escape,  Mrs,  Beaver  kept  a  sharp  lookout  for 
the  enemy  in  the  sky.  She  knew,  from  experience,  that 
hawks  are  apt  to  return  to  a  spot  where  they  may  find 
food.  But  little  Chips'  noisy  warning  must  have 
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frightened  the  bird  of  prey.  Perhaps  it  reminded  the 
hawk  of  the  hunter's  gun.  At  any  rate,  the  hawk  was 
not  seen  again.  And  the  beaver  family  went  about 
their  work  as  usual. 

Now  that  September  had  come,  there  was  much 
to  be  done  to  prepare  for  the  long  winter  ahead. 
There  was  already  a  hint  of  autumn  in  the  air.  The 
nights  were  chilly.  The  katydids  and  crickets  sang 
their  cheery  serenade.  Frost  was  on  the  way. 

Each  day  Mrs.  Beaver  spent  many  hours  drag- 
ging mud  up  from  the  bed  of  the  pond  to  pile  on  top 
of  the  lodge.  Mr.  Beaver  brought  many  sticks  and 
branches  to  help  make  the  roof  thick  and  strong.  A 
roof,  several  feet  thick,  was  necessary  to  keep  out  the 
cold.  But  what  was  still  more  important,  it  meant 
protection  from  wolves  and  other  beasts  that  would 
crawl  over  the  lodge  and  try  to  break  in  when  they 
could  reach  it  over  the  ice.  The  beavers  knew  what 
they  were  doing.  They  knew  that  a  lynx  or  a  wolf 
could  not  reach  their  roof  in  the  summer-time,  when 
it  was  plastered  with  mud,  stones,  and  sticks.  And  in 
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the  winter,  the  mud  would  freeze  as  solid  as  a  rock,  so 
that  even  a  bear  could  stand  on  it  without  crashing 
through. 

So,  day  after  day,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Beaver  and 
Grandfather  toiled  continually.  The  lazy  days  of 
spring  and  summer  were  gone.  No  more  playing  tag 
in  the  water,  or  wandering  off  on  journeys  to  other 
streams.  They  chopped  patiently  at  the  tree-trunks, 
brought  down  as  many  as  they  needed.  Great  piles  of 
branches  were  stripped  from  the  fallen  trees,  and 
dragged  and  pushed  to  the  food-pile  on  the  bottom 
of  the  pond.  Father  Beaver  rolled  several  small  logs 
to  the  water,  just  in  case  he  might  want  them  to  mend 
the  dam  or  the  house. 

Water  Baby  thought  her  father  looked  very 
funny  when  he  was  rolling  logs.  If  the  log  was  a  small 
one,  like  a  sapling,  he  grasped  it  firmly  in  his  mouth 
and  carried  it  as  best  he  could,  with  one  end  drag- 
ging on  the  ground.  Sometimes  he  held  it  firmly  be- 
tween his  chin  and  chest.  But  with  a  big  log,  Mr. 
Beaver  had  various  ways  of  getting  it  to  the  pond. 
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Often  he  wrapped  both  forefeet  around  it  and  moved 
it  along  until  he  was  tired.  Then  he  would  drop  it  and 
butt  it  with  his  head,  like  a  goat  Or  he  rolled  it  over 
and  over  with  his  paws*  But  the  way  Water  Baby 
thought  was  funniest  of  all  was  when  her  father  tried 
to  shove  a  heavy  log  with  the  whole  side  of  his  big, 
fat  body* 

One  afternoon  when  she  was  watching  him,  he 
was  trying  to  push  a  chunk  of  wood  too  big  even  for 
him  to  move.  Finally  he  became  discouraged.  He  sat 
down  on  the  path  and  stared  at  the  short  log  for  such 
a  long  time  that  Water  Baby  thought  he  had  gone  to 
sleep.  But  Mr.  Beaver  was  wide  awake.  After  a  time 
he  walked  all  around  it,  gave  it  a  tug,  and  sat  down 
again. 

Bright-eyed  Mr.  Chipmunk  called  to  him  from 
the  treetops,  chattering  away  as  he  usually  did,  say- 
ing nothing  in  particular.  A  cat-bird,  perched  on  a 
limb  nearby,  screamed  loudly.  A  lovely  butterfly 
hovered  over  them,  rested  lightly  on  a  wild  aster,  and 
swung  happily  there,  her  black  and  yellow  wings 
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quivering  in  the  sunshine. 

Water  Baby  knew  these  creatures  could  not 
help  her  father.  But  when  old  Grandfather  Beaver 
came  along,  he  knew  what  to  do.  Without  an  in- 
stant's hesitation,  he  planted  both  forepaws  on  the 
log,  and  turned  his  head  toward  Father  Beaver  as 
though  he  were  saying:  "Come  on,  now.  Let's  get  this 
job  done." 

Father  Beaver  stepped  up  beside  him.  Together 
they  rolled  the  log  over  and  over  until  it  fell  with  a 
loud  splash  into  the  water. 

Mrs.  Beaver  was  willing  to  help  with  everything. 
But  she  was  most  interested  in  keeping  the  roof  over 
their  heads,  and  spent  much  of  her  time  swimming 
in  and  out  of  the  water-tunnel.  Often  she  brought  in 
sticks  for  their  beds.  With  her  sharp  teeth  she  tore  off 
the  outer  bark.  Then  she  shredded  the  dry  inside 
wood  into  little  shavings,  which  made  dry,  soft  mat- 
tresses for  her  family.  Each  member  had  his  own 
separate  bed  on  the  small  elevation  around  the  cir- 
cular mud  wall. 
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The  mother  beaver  hurried  about  her  work 
those  fall  days  when  the  wind  shook  the  leaves  until 
they  fell  in  a  golden  shower  over  the  ground,  and 
floated  like  tiny,  yellow  boats  on  the  surface  of  the 
water.  They  still  needed  much  food  for  the  winter. 
Other  creatures  of  the  forest  were  also  preparing  for 
cold  weather.  The  gray  squirrels  were  storing  nuts 
and  acorns.  The  chipmunk  was  putting  away  seeds. 
The  song-birds  were  preparing  for  their  journey 
south.  Every  day  great  flocks  of  birds  darkened  the 
sky  of  the  beaver  country,  as  they  whirled  off  to  a 
warmer  climate. 

One  day  Paddle  Tail  was  startled  to  come  up  to 
the  surface  of  his  pond  and  find  it  crowded  with  hun- 
dreds of  wild  ducks.  They  made  a  loud  noise  with 
their  quacking.  When  they  saw  the  little  brown  head 
pop  up  out  of  the  pond,  they  talked  angrily  among 
themselves  and  began  flapping  their  wings.  But  they 
did  not  fly — as  they  would  have  done  had  he  been  a 
mink.  Paddle  Tail  thought  they  were  very  rude,  to 
say  the  least.  Who  were  they  to  take  possession  of  his 
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very  own  swimming-hole? 

This  strange  invasion  really  seemed  to  call  for 
action.  Paddle  Tail  scooted  back  through  the  water- 
tunnel  to  summon  his  adopted  brother.  And  Chips 
came  eagerly.  He  always  loved  to  be  with  Paddle 
Tail  Together  the  two  little  beavers  came  boldly  to 
the  surface  and  floated  among  the  ducks  for  a  mo- 
ment. Then,  with  their  broad,  flat  tails,  they  slapped 
the  water  so  loudly  that  it  echoed  through  the  forest. 
Paddle  Tail  was  delighted.  He  and  Chips  would 
show  these  birds  who  was  boss  of  this  pond!  And 
they  did.  The  ducks  lifted  their  broad  wings  at  a  sig- 
nal from  their  leader,  and  with  a  great  deal  of  flap- 
ping and  squawking,  every  one  of  them  flew  into  the 
air  and  were  soon  lost  to  sight.  Even  the  wood-duck 
that  had  lived  in  their  pond  all  summer  flew  away. 
Paddle  Tail  and  Chips  were  very  well  satisfied  with 
themselves,  and  Water  Baby  was  quite  impressed 
with  their  courage. 

But  when  they  told  their  mother  about  it,  she 
paid  little  attention  to  them.  She  went  out  through 
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the  water-tunnel,  stuck  her  head  above  the  water, 
and  began  to  sniff .  Then  she  climbed  to  the  roof  of 
their  lodge  and  sat  there,  wrinkling  her  nose  and 
turning  her  head  first  one  way  and  then  another.  She 
looked  all  about  her  carefully,  her  brown  eyes  follow- 
ing the  shore  and  lifting  to  the  treetops.  Surely,  there 
was  a  smell  of  smoke  in  the  air.  No  sound  marred  the 
stillness  of  their  island  home.  A  soft  autumn  haze 
hung  over  the  landscape.  Her  ears  picked  up  the 
usual  sounds  of  birds,  the  soft  echo  of  small  animals 
wandering  over  the  dam.  And  yet,  there  was  a  scent 
in  her  nostrils  that  gave  her  pause.  It  was  strange.  She 
did  not  like  it.  Vaguely  the  smell  of  smoke  came  to 
her  as  a  memory  from  the  previous  autumn.  Smoke 
. . .  that  meant  fire! 
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FIRE! 


First  came  the  smoke,  drifting  on  the  wind.  It 
whispered  a  warning  to  all  the  creatures  of  the  wild. 
The  swift-footed  rabbit  hurried  from  his  burrow, 
and  raced  before  it.  The  chipmunks,  the  squirrels, 
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and  the  field-mice  squeaked  and  chattered.  They 
called  out  to  friends  and  enemies  alike  that  fire  was 
on  the  way.  The  owl,  the  crow,  and  the  song-birds 
sailed  from  their  nests  on  wings  made  fleeter  by  fear. 
The  deer,  the  fox,  the  porcupine,  and  the  woodchuck 
joined  the  procession.  Even  the  green  garter-snake, 
and  the  light-hearted  butterfly  hastened  away  from 
the  billows  of  smoke.  Only  the  beavers  remained. 

Along  the  shore  of  their  pond,  the  sunlight 
struggled  through  the  haze.  By  late  afternoon,  little 
flames  darted  from  the  top  of  one  tree  to  another. 
Dry  branches  cracked,  sputtered,  and  burst  into  fire 
like  rockets.  Dense  smoke  curled  high  into  the  air. 
The  cries  of  small  animals  caught  in  the  scorching 
furnace  rose  fitfully — and  were  still.  Heat  blistered 
the  tree-trunks  and  shriveled  the  grasses. 

The  beaver  family  were  huddled  together  inside 
their  lodge.  Even  Grandfather  Beaver  did  not  ven- 
ture out.  For  fire  is  something  that  terrifies  all  ani- 
mals, large  and  small.  The  little  beavers  trembled  in 
the  face  of  this  new  danger.  Paddle  Tail  wasn't  sure 
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what  it  was  all  about,  but  when  he  started  for  the 
water-tunnel  to  see  what  was  going  on  in  the  outside 
world,  his  mother  pulled  him  back 

At  nightfall,  however,  with  Grandfather  lead- 
ing the  way,  the  entire  family  ventured  f orth.  One  by 
one  they  poked  their  brown  heads  above  the  surface 
of  the  pond.  The  air  was  hot  and  smoky*  The  twins 
and  Chips  stared  wildly  at  the  strange  sight.  Curling 
flames  crept  along  the  banks,  and  hopped  from 
branch  to  branch.  It  jumped  here  and  there  like  a 
thing  alive.  But  when  it  met  the  water,  the  fire  died. 
Burning  leaves,  carried  by  the  breeze,  fell  on  the  pond 
and  went  out  like  stars  at  sunrise.  The  air  was  filled 
with  cinders.  Blackened  sticks  floated  all  about  the 
beavers,  borne  on  the  flowing  stream. 

But  the  beaver  lodge,  surrounded  by  the  water, 
was  safe.  For  a  long  time  the  beavers  watched  the  fire 
raging  about  them.  When  the  smoke  choked  them, 
or  the  heat  became  too  intense,  they  dived  deep  be- 
low the  surface.  The  little  ones  swam  over  to  the 
food-pile  and  chewed  on  the  wet  bark.  Finally  they 
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retired  to  the  safety  of  their  mud  house*  But  Mrs- 
Beaver  and  her  mate  and  Grandfather  Beaver  stayed 
on  guard,  one  at  a  time,  all  through  the  night.  They 
saw  the  flames  and  smoke  hurry  on  their  way.  They 
saw  the  fire  creep  across  the  pile  of  twigs  and  branches 
along  the  top  of  their  dam.  They  saw  thousands  of 
flares  blaze  and  go  out.  They  watched  the  fire  travel 
on  both  sides  of  the  river,  of  which  their  pond  was  a 
part,  and  pass  on  down  beyond  the  dam.  The  worst 
of  the  danger  was  over. 

Hours  later  Mrs.  Beaver  called  to  her  twins  and 
little  Chips.  And  when  they  came  bobbing  to  the  sur- 
face, they  were  so  surprised  they  could  scarely  be- 
lieve their  eyes.  For  instead  of  the  leafy  green  trees, 
they  saw  only  blackened  stumps.  Instead  of  the  lush 
grass,  they  saw  charred  ground.  Parts  of  their  dam 
had  been  burned  down  to  the  water-level  and  the 
water  was  already  rushing  madly  around  their  lodge. 
They  knew  then  that  the  forest-fire  is  a  terrible 
enemy;  that  it  destroys  everything  in  its  path. 

Their  world  was  now  an  empty,  desolate  waste. 
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Water  Baby  missed  the  pleasant  sounds  of  morning. 
No  birds  sang;  no  small  creatures  hurried  across  the 
dam,  calling  a  good-morning!  The  green  forest  had 
died  overnight.  And  with  it  had  died  all  the  insects, 
birds,  and  animals  who  were  not  quick  enough  to 
escape  from  the  hungry  clutch  of  the  fire.  Only  the 
fact  that  they  were  equally  at  home  in  the  water  and 
on  land  had  saved  the  beaver  family. 

With  their  green  forest  gone,  and  their  dam  in 
need  of  repair,  the  beavers  were  faced  with  a  prob- 
lem. For  the  green  forest  meant  food  —  it  meant 
building-material.  Where  now  would  they  get  the 
wood  to  fix  up  their  dam,  to  finish  making  their  lodge 
ready  for  winter,  to  get  further  supplies  for  their 
food-pile? 

Mother  Beaver  swam  to  shore,  and  sat  at  the 
edge  of  the  water.  Sadly  she  stared  at  the  home  she 
loved.  In  her  heart  she  knew  something  was  wrong 
when  life  in  the  forest  was  so  uncertain.  If  they  had 
been  cutting  down  trees,  the  entire  beaver  family 
might  have  been  burned  to  death!  The  small  beavers 
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were  making  the  most  of  the  excitement*  They  swam 
back  and  forth  in  the  rushing  stream,  pulling  and 
tugging  at  burned  twigs  and  cinders  that  floated 
down  with  the  current.  Paddle  Tail  was  surprised 
that  they  were  not  good  to  eat.  He  sniffed  at  them 
and  cast  them  aside.  Bird  feathers  and  bits  of  fur  also 
came  down  with  the  current.  Water  Baby  picked  up 
a  long  quill  in  her  mouth  and  carried  it  about.  This 
was  a  new  plaything  for  her.  Finally  she  swam  to  the 
dam  with  it,  and  stuck  it  into  the  mass  of  branches 
and  twigs  under  water.  She  saw  that  the  top  of  the 
dam  was  black  and  scorched.  Now  and  then  a  tiny 
puff  of  smoke  blew  upward  from  it. 

Chips  and  her  brother  joined  her.  All  of  thern 
were  uneasy.  They  realized  something  terrible  had 
happened.  They  didn't  know  what  to  do.  They 
joined  their  mother  on  the  bank.  But  she  paid  little 
attention  to  them.  She  was  worried,  too.  They  swam 
over  to  Father  and  Grandfather,  who  were  sitting  on 
the  roof  of  the  lodge.  Mr.  Beaver  generally  liked  hav- 
ing the  little  ones  with  him.  Now  he  pushed  them 
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gently  away.  For  almost  an  hour  the  two  older  males 
thought  things  over.  They  examined  the  lodge.  They 
studied  the  food-pile  and  wondered  how  long  it 
would  last.  They  swam  all  along  the  dam,  looking 
carefully  at  the  spots  where  the  water  was  rushing 
through.  They  sniffed  the  air  and  stared  in  every  di- 
rection. Then  they  called  to  the  young  ones,  and 
swam  in  a  straight  line  for  the  shore. 

There  they  joined  Mrs.  Beaver,  but  they  did  not 
stop.  They  started  off  across  the  land,  picking  their 
way  slowly  and  carefully  among  the  cinders  and  the 
smoldering  tree  stumps.  Mrs.  Beaver  watched  them 
for  a  moment.  She  could  see  that  they  had  decided  to 
migrate.  She  told  Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby,  and 
Chips  to  follow.  Obediently  the  three  little  ones 
marched  behind  their  father  and  Grandfather 
Beaver.  Their  mother  brought  up  the  rear.  But  she 
could  not  bring  herself  to  hurry  away  from  the  spot 
so  dear  to  her.  Slowly  she  turned  and  looked  again  at 
the  lodge  in  the  middle  of  the  pond.  Like  all  beavers 
she  loved  her  home  as  she  did  nothing  else,  except  her 
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family.  It  had  been  her  shelter  against  the  wintry 
winds  and  against  the  wolves.  It  was  the  place  where 
the  twins  were  born;  the  spot  they  had  always  looked 
upon  as  a  safe  haven  from  danger. 

For  a  time  her  big  brown  body  was  still  Then 
she  rose  on  her  hind  legs  and  peered  at  the  lodge  with 
great  sadness  in  her  eyes.  With  no  beavers  to  keep  the 
dam  in  repair,  the  river  would  carry  it  away.  She 
would  never  see  it  again.  She  dropped  on  all  fours, 
turned,  and  slowly  followed  her  family. 

Water  Baby  must  have  known  how  her  mother 
felt.  She  padded  back  over  the  ground.  She  rose  on 
her  hind  feet  and  put  her  forepaws  about  her 
mother's  neck.  Gently  her  mother  sniffed  at  her  and 
buried  her  head  in  the  soft  fur  of  her  baby.  Then  to- 
gether they  waddled  along,  not  knowing  where  this 
strange  journey  might  lead  them. 
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Grandfather  Beaver  seemed  to  know  exactly 
where  he  was  going.  He  and  Father  Beaver  had 
roamed  the  countryside  all  through  the  summer. 
They  were  familiar  with  every  inch  of  ground  for 
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many  miles  around  They  had  marked  the  various 
ponds;  had  noted  the  places  where  the  willows,  as- 
pens, and  maples  grew  thickest*  They  had  no  idea, 
though,  how  far  the  fire  had  traveled.  Once  in  a  while 
they  stopped  to  feel  the  direction  of  the  wind,  to  sniff 
the  still  hazy  air*  But  they  had  no  fear  of  enemies 
today.  The  animals  they  passed  on  their  way  lay 
motionless  on  the  ground*  They  had  been  caught  in 
the  fire*  Never  again  would  they  roam  through  the 
thickets  and  glades* 

Hour  followed  hour,  and  still  the  beaver  family 
trudged  on*  The  young  ones  had  never  been  so  far 
away  from  home  before*  Paddle  Tail  hurried  as  fast 
as  he  could,  at  first.  He  rushed  ahead  of  his  father, 
wanting  to  lead  the  way*  Yet  he  hadn't  the  faintest 
idea  where  he  was  going!  Besides,  the  trail  was  rough 
and  uphill.  It  led  over  fallen  logs  and  sharp  stones. 
Paddle  Tail  began  to  grow  tired*  Water  Baby  cried 
softly  and  stayed  close  to  her  mother*  Only  Chips 
made  no  sign;  he  plodded  steadily  forward.  Even  as 
a  baby,  he  had  been  a  wanderer.  He  knew  what  it 
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meant  to  be  forced  to  search  for  a  new  home. 

Finally,  they  reached  the  top  of  the  ridge.  Back 
of  them  lay  a  charred  and  smoke-laden  world.  Then 
Paddle  Tail  looked  down  into  the  valley  beyond,  and 
made  a  great  discovery!  The  trees  were  no  longer 
burned  and  blackened.  Bright  autumn  leaves  danced 
on  the  branches.  The  air  was  clearer.  The  ground  be- 
neath their  feet,  as  they  started  down-hill,  was  moist 
and  alive.  He  rushed  back  and  forth  trying  to  tell  the 
whole  family  about  it.  Chips  tore  off  a  little  green 
branch,  and  carried  it  to  Water  Baby.  Father  Beaver 
stood  on  his  hind  legs  and  looked  happily  about. 

Grandfather  Beaver  seemed  quite  proud  of 
himself.  After  all,  he  had  led  them  to  this  spot.  Their 
journey  was  almost  over.  He  sat  down  among  the 
rocks  and  thoughtfully  scratched  his  coat.  He 
combed  his  beard  with  his  sharp  claws,  and  assured 
the  family  that  all  was  well.  He  gnawed  quite  a  lot 
of  bark.  Pausing  beside  Chips,  he  cuffed  him  gently 
with  his  forepaw.  Chips  touched  his  soft  nose  to  the 
old  beaver's  shoulder.  Grandfather  was  very  fond 
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of  the  orphan.  And  Chips  thought  he  was  the  most 
wonderful  creature  in  all  the  beaver  world. 

Soon  they  all  started  off  once  more — down  into 
the  valley.  But  they  proceeded  slowly  now,  for  once 
again  the  beavers  were  in  the  presence  of  enemies. 
They  kept  their  keen  ears  and  their  eyes  open.  They 
searched  the  air  with  their  noses  for  the  scents  of  ani- 
mals that  might  be  lurking  in  the  shadows. 

Water  Baby's  little  heart  beat  like  a  hammer 
when  she  heard  a  soft  footfall  and  the  snapping  of 
a  twig  not  far  away,  but  she  need  not  have  been 
frightened.  It  was  only  a  shy  doe  and  her  fawn.  They 
paused  briefly  in  the  clearing,  their  heads  held  high. 
They  pretended  not  to  see  the  beavers,  but  they  did. 
Lightly  they  bounded  off,  their  long  legs  lifting  grace- 
fully over  the  rocks.  And  before  the  beavers  really 
had  a  good  look  at  them,  they  were  gone! 

Below  in  the  quiet  valley,  the  beaver  family 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  winding  river.  Even  if  they  had 
not  seen  it,  they  would  have  known  it  was  there. 
Sniffing  the  cool  air  told  them  water  was  near.  They 
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looked  with  joy  at  the  broad  shallow  stream  flowing 
through  thousands  of  trees  and  bushes.  And  as  they 
walked  on  toward  it,  they  noticed  they  were  travel- 
ing on  a  well-worn,  muddy  path — a  beaver  trail  like 
the  one  they  had  used  at  their  pond*  The  beaver 
family  hurried  now.  They  were  eager  to  dive  into  the 
stream — eager  to  return  to  the  safety  of  the  water. 

The  young  ones  slipped,  slid,  and  scrambled 
down-hill  as  fast  as  they  could.  When  they  neared 
the  bank,  they  waited  for  their  mother.  For  she  had 
taught  them  to  swim  only  where  she  told  them  they 
might.  When  the  entire  family  reached  the  water's 
edge,  they  saw  it  was  clean  and  clear;  that  the  woods 
all  around  were  green  and  filled  with  food  for  them. 
The  sunset  touched  the  sky  with  pale  pink,  orange 
and  lavender.  Birds  twittered  and  sang  softly,  as  they 
do  toward  evening.  The  wind  stirred  the  treetops 
with  a  whisper  of  September. 

It  was  a  peaceful  spot.  Even  Mother  Beaver 
could  find  no  fault  with  it.  Only  Grandfather  con- 
tinued to  watch.  And  in  a  moment,  he  saw  what  he 
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was  looking  for-  Brown  heads  began  to  appear  on 
the  surface  of  the  stream*  Without  waiting  longer, 
the  beaver  family  dived  into  the  water*  Here  were 
more  beavers — friends  they  could  turn  to  in  their 
time  of  need.  Soon  Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby  and 
Chips  were  getting  acquainted  with  a  large  group  of 
animals  of  their  own  kind.  Most  of  them  were  no 
bigger  than  the  twins.  The  visitors  swam  about  in- 
specting everything  with  pleasure.  They  circled  the 
fine,  big  lodge,  admired  the  dam,  and  chewed  hun- 
grily on  lily  stems.  Grandfather  and  Father  Beaver 
were  satisfied  with  the  location,  and  with  the  friendly 
neighbors  they  would  have.  Here  they  would  build 
a  new  home;  get  together  a  new  food-pile.  Here  they 
would  help  to  keep  in  repair  the  dam  their  friends 
had  built  many  years  ago. 

Softly  the  curtain  of  the  night  dropped  over  the 
valley.  A  nightingale  sang  her  song  through  the  dark. 
Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby,  and  Chips  snuggled  sleep- 
ily in  their  strange  beds.  Other  small  beavers  were 
all  about  them,  and  it  was  rather  crowded  in  the 
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lodge,  Mrs.  Beaver  carried  in  more  grass  and  twigs. 
Then  she  combed  her  hair.  And  when  her  tired 
young  ones  were  asleep,  she  swam  again  to  the  sur- 
face of  the  stream. 

Already  Mr.  Beaver  and  Grandfather  Beaver 
were  putting  mud,  stones,  and  sticks  in  a  heap  at  the 
bottom  of  the  river,  and  the  friendly  beavers  who 
lived  there  were  helping  them  lay  the  foundation  for 
the  new  lodge.  Soon  they  would  be  properly  settled. 
Paddle  Tail,  Water  Baby,  and  Chips  would  have  a 
real  home  once  more.  The  stars  came  out  one  by  one; 
they  twinkled  and  shone  on  a  busy  scene.  And  when 
morning  brought  daylight,  the  big  beavers  were  still 
working. 

Once  more  their  little  world  was  safe  and  serene. 
They  had  reached  their  journey's  end. 
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